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	1. Chapter 1

**OC**: Amara Tu'Kuhl

**Summary**: Amara has always been a model padawan, and did all best to avod any form of attachments all her life. During a strange mission on a mysterious planet named Malto, she discovers that she fell head over heels for a jedi-master in the High Council. What will happen when she discovers he feels the same?

**Disclaimer**: I DO NOT OWN STAR WARS, JUST OC CHARACTER IS MINE.

She stood still in front the mirror, thinking about what had gotten into her recently. Amara was the epitome of a perfect jedi padawan – poised, disciplined, and almost never strayed the strict code every jedi was bound to follow. Yet, in her last few months as padawan learner, she found herself slipping and stumbling onto a black pit she can't seem to get out of. Attachments were forbidden, she knew that, but this time she just couldn't help herself. _What am I doing?_ She thought to herself, lightly stroking her thick locks of dark hair_. I am a jedi, a padawan learner; he's a Jedi Master_… Frustrated, she crashed on her sleeping couch and let streaks of warm, salty tears roll down her smooth cheeks. _I can't help it; I'm in love with him_.

Three Months Ago

Amara's master Mace Windu rarely got involved in the battlefield, so she never had the chance to fulfill her cravings for action. Even though it was very unjedi of her, she was after all a human being in her early twenties. Amara's master recently told her that she was going to be knighted soon, since the amount of jedi knights were running low and there are only so many jedi's who can keep the peace in the whole galaxy during the waning years of Clone Wars.

"General, we are approaching General Kenobi's cruiser in 0200 hours." A clone commander reported to Master Windu in a strict, monotone voice all clones used when around her extremely anal master.

"I love how much they are scared of you master." Amara teased her master and gave him a side smirk, revealing the deep dimple on her right cheek. Amara was the only person who could get away with teasing Mace Windu. In fact, sometimes, on his good days, he even laughed at her jokes.

"It would be nice if you occasionally showed me that respect too, my young padawan." Her master replied, trying to keep a straight face. She has been the padawan learner of great Jedi Master Windu since she was twelve. Throughout the years she spent beside her master, she has come to see him as a father figure. He too, has grown very attached to his perfect padawan; Windu treated Amara like his own daughter, therefore becoming overly protective of her.

Amara was known as the cunning warrior with her special ability of balancing both the light and the dark side of the Force with perfect balance. Yet, she was also known for her endearing beauty since all the clones always talked about her all the time. Amara was beautiful; it was no secret to her since everyone always told her so. When she was younger, Amara tried to hide her beauty as much as she could, since her fellow padawans' always seem to have a crush on her. She always kept her hair short, and wore overly loose clothes, trying to hide her feminine curves. But as she grew older, she realized she didn't care that people seemed to judge her by the way she looked instead of her skills as a jedi, because her skills were already well known amongst all jedi. Amara finally grew her dark, mahogany colored hair fall below her hips. She stopped trying to hide her feminine curves, as when she realized other people's opinions don't matter.

Amara was particularly excited for this mission since her old childhood friend Anakin Skywalker was going to accompany his old master, Obi-wan Kenobi. Anakin recently got knighted, and even got his own padawan, a young Tortuga female named Ashoka Tano. _Wonder how she has the strength to keep up with him_… Amara always knew Anakin wasn't the easiest person to be around, neither was he the one to follow protocol. I didn't make sense as to how Anakin was passing down his "wisdom" to his newly appointed padawan.

"The ship is jumping out of hyperspace" Admiral Formu announced.

"Well it's about time, feels like we've been on hyperspace for an eternity." Amara stretched her long limbs and got prepared to reacquaint with her old friend. She has had her fair share of experience in the battlefield and the attack on Malto seemed standard, something in the back of Amara's mind kept bothering her. _I have a bad feeling about this_.

Obi-wan's POV

"We're going to have to wait for Master Windu to arrive, he has yet to be debriefed on our attack plan." Obi-wan lightly stroked his beard. The Separatist forces currently heavily fortified Malto. Obi-wan honestly didn't know why the Separatists were wasting so much resource on Malto. Malto only had a few colonies, with no major cities; only heavy rainforests covered the serene planet. No one had any idea what the Separatists were doing in this harmless planet. Their intel said that all the residents from the colonies have been taken by Separatist forces, but the reason for that is yet unknown. Obi-was wasn't going to wait around to discover the true intentions of the Separatists, but whatever it was it wasn't pretty.

"Ugh, where are they, we're loosing precious time." Anakin whined while rolling his eyes.

"Patience Anakin, they're going to be here soon-" Obi-wan got cutoff when one of the clones announced that General Windu's fleet had arrived.

"About time." Anakin stood up straight and walked out of the bridge to greet his old friend. Obi-wan always knew Amara was a gifted jedi, and she used to spend a lot of time with Anakin when they were kids. But her reputation has certainly sparked an interest in Obi-wan after the war started. Amara was the only known jedi currently in the order who could use the dark side of the force, without giving into the dark side, not to mention she was a formidable warrior. Mace entered the corridor with her stern face and gave a slight nod to Obi-wan.

"Anakin. Shit you got a battle scar, kinda sexy I must say." Padawan Tu'Khul peeked her head from behind her master, and all Obi-wan could see was her eyes, her beautiful mismatched gold and hazel eyes… _What the hell Obi-wan, you have a war to fight and you are transfixed on a padawan's eyes_. Obi-wan snapped out of his disturbing thoughts and focused on his colleague.

"Well, we are a little behind schedule so best not delay this any longer." Obi-wan gestured to the jedi master and led him to the plan table. Obi-wan saw Anakin tightly embrace his old friend. A smile came across his face; he remembered how good friends Anakin and Amara were. Whenever Amara was around, Anakin would automatically act more disciplined and try his best to follow protocol; she had always been a good influence on him.

"Well I see you still got your dry sense of humor, and you're nearly as tall as me how did this happen?" Anakin wrapped his arm around his friend and brought her over to the table. Obi-wan couldn't take his eyes off of her. Amara was undoubtedly become one of the most beautiful woman he had ever laid eyes on. Her caramel dark sink seemed to shine even under the dim light of the cruiser bridge. Her delicate features seemed to sparkle, along with that beautiful smile on her face, complimenting her dimple on her right cheek. Her dark hair loosely hung as a braid over her left shoulder, while a few stands fell smoothly around her face. Her mismatched eyes darted up and met Obi-wan's steel blue ones; he felt like a lump clogged his throat and all the sudden he had difficulty breathing. Her gold and green eyes transfixed on his, her thick lashes falling heavily with each blink; it seemed like they have been staring into each other's eyes for an eternity.

"It is wonderful to see you after such a long time Master Kenobi." Amara smiled at him and held her had out.

"It is an honor for you to be joining us today padawan Tu'Kuhl, although I hoped it would have been under more peaceful circumstances." Obi-wan firmly shook her soft hands and turned away to face her master.

"Well, now that we are all here, might as well explain the plan. Commander Cody's squad and myself will be landing near the Eastern colonies to attack Separatist forts there. Anakin and his padawan Tano will first have to make sure that the blockade has been destroyed so we can land safely. From there General Skywalker and 501st will attack the droid base on the west side. Master Windu, we believe that the colonists are being held on makeshift prisons on near the eastern colonies, so I will be needing your help there since it seems to be far more fortified than the western frontiers. Our first priority is to ensure the safety of locals so General Windu, we need to rely on you to cause a distraction while I extract the civilians, if they are being held there, that is." Obi-wan looked at his friend, who seemed to be lost in thought.

"What the hell are the Separatists even doing there?" Master Windu asked as he raised his eyebrows. That was indeed a question everyone was wondering. The Jedi Council received a distress call from one of the colony leaders a few days back. After intelligence did a little digging, they discovered that the entire planet has been sealed off and massive droid bases have been places all around each colonies.

"We believe that Separatists might be doing a new weapons test on this planet. Malto would seem like an ideal location, with scarce population and abundance of natural resources." Anakin looked at while he frowned. That was the only possibility anyone could think of at this stage.

"Well, as Obi-wan said, our first priority is to ensure the colonists' safety, when we land on the planet, I am sure the mystery of Separatists' intentions will unfold itself." Windu turned to his padawan.

"My padawan and I will create a formidable distraction for you, General Kenobi." Windu turned his attention back to Obi-wan and gave him a nod.

"Until then I believe we must all rest, it will be much needed. We will depart towards Malto in exactly thirteen hours." Obi-wan quickly retreated to his quarters, trying to avoid any contact. He has been up for days now and rest was essential. _Force I must be really tired to be thinking of Mace's padawan like that_. Obi-wan somehow managed pull off his body armor and tunic and crash on his sleep couch.

_Amara's long dark hair spilled across sheets and almost seemed liquid under the heavy moonlight. She lay there looking over at Obi-wan, who was directly hovering above her, her eyes twinkling. Obi-wan took his hand and slowly caressed her cheeks, running his index finger above her succulent, full lips. His hands drifted slowly to her neck, then below has collarbone… and stopped right where her breasts started. She was wearing a see-through nightgown, with her breasts visible under the bright moonlight. Her breathing heavy, Obi-wan slowly dragged his finger and brushed over her sensitive skin of her left breast. Amara gave a low moan and arched her head back with pleasure. _

_She ran her delicate fingers through his hair and brought his head close until their lips met. Her lips were soft, and warm, almost tasted like warm honey. Obi-wan swirled his tongue to hers and bit her bottom lip lightly. She moaned with pleasure again as Obi-wan's right hand started to drive up her thighs. He pushed her head back and started kissing her neck and collarbone hungrily. _

_"Master Kenobi…" Amara gasped and Obi-wan's hand met her vagina. _

_"Obi-wan…" Amara whimpered against his ear as he added pressure against her vagina. _

_"I love you."_

Obi-wan darted up, panting and covered in sweat. _What is the blazes name was that?_ Obi-wan dropped his head in his hands and began to panic. Why would he dream about something like that? She was a padawan and, she was Mace Windu's padawan. Obi-wan has never really been good around attractive women, but he always managed to keep his actions and emotions on check. He has controlled it with Siri Tache and he tried to control it with Duchess Satine. He tried to shake it off, but he knew too well… jedi's don't have dreams. _I have a bad feeling about this_. Obi-wan sank back to his pillow and stared above into the darkness.

**HELLO, this is my first fanfiction and I am like the biggest Star Wars fan ever 3 please be kind and send suggestions**


	2. Chapter 2

**Well, this is my second chapter… I am slowly progressing - I will invent a lot of plot, and also create alternative timelines to a lot of things from the Clone Wars series**

Amara's POV

"I see your master is still hot." Amara whispered to Anakin, who just rolled his eyes at her.

"Will you ever stop thirsting over Obi-wan, I'm gonna tell Mace you are not-so-perfect padawan after all." Anakin gave her a light shove and headed towards his quarters to sleep. He might have acted energized, but there were heavy bags under both his and his former's masters' eyes.

Amara walked into her quarters, planning to retire for the night, along with her fellow padawan Ashoka.

"I have heard all but wonderful things about you, Amara, I must say it is truly an honor fighting alongside you." The young Tortuga smiled at her. Amara chuckled. She always enjoyed receiving compliments from younglings and younger padawans.

"Please, I must say it's more of an honor meeting you, I mean you have successfully lasted as Anakin's padawan, I mean that is something special right there." Ashoka grinned widely while her big blue eyes twinkled with pride.

"Yeah, Anakin is difficult, but so am I so I think Master Yoda knew it was a perfect match." Ashoka said as she retired to her sleep-couch. Amara felt a tingly sensation run down her spine, almost felt giddy. _Oh god he's prettier… is that even possible_? Amara always pretended sexualize Master Kenobi because it would really get under Anakin's skin; but in reality, she wasn't pretending, she really did have a crush on the perfect Jedi-Master. It was one of her flaws, one of her biggest flaws in fact. _God when he was staring into my eyes_… her thoughts drifted to the first moment she saw Master Kenobi after several years. Amara suddenly had the frightening realization that her crush might develop into something more, eventually. _No, no that can never happen, I just need to avoid him as much as I can. I can't be infatuated with a Jedi-Master right now_; she was a jedi and needed to act like one, or at least pretend to be one for the time being. She lay back with a huge smile creeping on her face, developing a warming sensation on her stomach as Master Kenobi's striking blue-grey eyes drifted in front of her.

XXXX

_"You are weak, jedi don't form attachments, yet here you are with a schoolgirl crush. Mace Windu speaks so highly of you… how disappointed he must be at his padawan right now…" A rusty, deep voice snickered at her beyond the darkness. _

_"You aren't going to win Dooku, both of us are strong-willed jedi, we wont be easily swayed to the dark side; the dark side is for the weak-minded, like yourself, still believing that you can turn one of us into your replacement apprentice, wonder how your bald witch will react to that." Amara smirked at coldly at her opponent. _

_"After the Opola virus is developed, no one can do anything to stop me. All these innocent people are going to face a slow, painful death, and all you have to do is sit back and watch, because, Miss Tu'Khul, you are not going anywhere." Dooku's voice faded in the background. All the sudden, she felt someone yank her out of the darkness and force-push her to her knees. She could feel her entire body aching._

_"Well, Master Kenobi, let's put our new weapon to trail shall we?" Suddenly, she felt a needle jab through her neck; as she crashed down into darkness all she could hear was a loud cry in the distance._

Amara shot up from her sleep, sweating and panting hard. She looked to her left and saw Ashoka sleeping peacefully. She sat upright and began to rub her template, trying to soothe the throbbing headache. While that might have been a disturbing vision, she just discovered the malicious reason behind Separatist invasion in Malto; they were conducting human experiments and creating a synthetic virus.

_I need to meditate on this, and inform Master what I just saw_. But Amara decided not to reveal all the detail of the vision, because some parts of it were still confusing, and disturbing to her. Amara got dressed and walked out to the hanger where she would meditate peacefully, and understand what in the forces name Count Dooku was talking about.

XXXX

Obi-wan couldn't go back to sleep, after his worrisome vision. He tossed and turned all night; he also attempted to meditate, but failed, so he just decided to lie on his sleep-couch and not think at all. Obi-wan jolted up as his com-link started beeping

"Kenobi, we need you to come down to the bridge immediately, there has been some recent developments concerning our mission." Windu's strong voice reported, which a hint of urgency.

"I will be down there in five minutes." Obi-wan frantically tried to put on his tunic, and crashed against the wall attempting to do so. Well, I'm clumsier that a hormone-raging padawan. He put on his tunic and body-armor and raced to the bridge.

When Obi-wan came in, Mace Windu, Admiral Formu, Commander Cody and Captain Rex were already waiting for him, impatiently.

"What's taking Skywalker so long?" Windu demanded with a frown on his face.

"He's probably still trying to get off of the sleep couch." Amara said in a low tone so her Master wouldn't hear. She was right, Anakin was a deep sleeper. At times it was impossible to wake him up, not a desirable trait for a jedi…

"I'm here, okay so what happened." Anakin ran in along with his padawan. His hair lay untamed, while his eyes blood red. He was clearly cranky that his beauty sleep ended early.

"I had a vision." Amara stated as she looked down at the hologram map, not meeting anyone's eyes. "It had Count Dooku there, and I was being imprisoned, somewhere, all I could hear was his voice and felt his presence. Dooku said he is developing a synthetic bio-weapon, a virus to be precise. I vision ended when he injected me with the prototype." Amara ended her briefing, still looking at the holo-map and not meeting anyone's gaze.

"If they are creating a synthetic virus, it may be harder, and much more time consuming to come up with an antidote." Anakin inquired

"No it really isn't, whatever the virus is, they used organic material native to Malto only, hence the reason why they set up a heavy military base there. And the colonists just come as a bonus test subject for them." Amara concluded, looking into the distance. Something was wrong with her; she seemed worried, even though she was doing an excellent job of hiding it.

_Why wasn't she looking at anyone, Force can she feel my anxiety, did she discover the disturbing dream I had_? Obi-wan silently started to panic when all the jedi in the room turned towards him, except Amara.

"You okay Kenobi, you seem tense." Windu demanded, raising his left eyebrow.

"Something isn't right here. It's too obvious, the Separatists aren't daft they would know we would discover their intentions soon, why would they make it so blatantly simple for us? They would know we could send a jedi to scout for possible antidote, what are they planning? I feel like there is more here at stake than a virus." Obi-wan concluded while lightly stroking his beard.

"General's got a point, I mean when it comes to the Separatists, we always have to assume the worst scenario." Cody chimed in.

"So, we're walking into a trap." Ashoka asked.

"Snips, we're walking into a trap, like we always do, Obi-wan and Amara and Master Windu's priority is to ensure the colonists safety." Anakin smirked.

"Well, we're adjourned for now, get ready for forward attack in an hour." Windu announced as he exited the bridge. Obi-wan followed him and looked back at Amara, who was exiting with Anakin and Ashoka to the dining hall.

"I am worried for my padawan, in her vision, she said she was being used as some sort of bait for Count Dooku." Windu said, with a worried frown on his face.

"Your padawan is highly skilled, I can assure you no harm will come to her. Amara is perfectly capable of taking care of herself." Obi-wan concluded. He would be lying if he said he wasn't worried for the girls well being. After the dream, Obi-wan has come to care deeply for the girl, and that wasn't making his situation any better.

"I must retire, I will see you at the attack bridge at 1545 hours." Obi-wan turned away and headed for dining hall. He was hoping to get his mind off of Amara, by heading to the one place he knows she will be at, pure genius. Besides, Obi-wan found her presence soothing.

As soon as he entered the hall, blood shot up at his head. In a table in the far corner, Amara was sitting playing with her food, while Anakin and Ashoka were engaged in a conversation with Cody and Rex. Next to Amara, Arch Trooper Five's was just sitting there, gawking at her. Obi-wan balled his fist tightly and let a long breathe out. What, was he jealous? This was becoming extremely petty for him. Amara was undeniably attractive, and why should it matter to him that clones troopers were falling in love with her.

Obi-wan carefully sat next to Commander Cody, directly facing Amara. Her long hair spilled back like silk behind her, with hints of dark blonde behind at her ends. She had the most beautiful complexion he has ever seen, spewing caramel brown running down her body. She doesn't try to hide her beauty anymore either. She was wearing a fitted crop top, with a loose jacket and tight pair of leggings, accentuating her busty, feminine curves… _Snap out of it Kenobi_; his thirst for this young girl was getting out of hand.

"How nice of you to join us Obi-wan." Anakin smirked at his former master.

"Well, it just came to my attention that I haven't had a proper meal in two days." Obi-wan picked up his forked and looked down at the unappealing goo that came with military rations.

"You call this food Master, it smells like bantha's ass…" Amara looked up from her plate and smiled at Obi-wan, sending a fiery electricity through his body. Obi-wan gave her a warm smile.

"Well, you certainly haven't changed Amara, how is Mace still keeping up with your saltiness?" Obi-wan saw Amara's face fall. Frowning, he had no idea what he said to offend her. Amara always appreciated sarcasm; in fact, Amara answered all her question sarcastically. Anakin turned his face and whispered something in Amara's ear. She giggled at him and smiled at Anakin. Obi-wan look down at the table, confused at how his feelings were betraying him. _I am jealous of Anakin now, what's wrong with me_? Obi-wan buried all his concentration in the plate of goop people call food. This was certainly going to be an interesting mission.

XXXX

_I haven't changed? I am still a fifteen-year-old child to him? Why am I even thinking about this_? Amara smiled and pretended to be engaged into the conversation when all she could think of was Master Kenobi. _What would it be like to kiss him_? Amara wanted to slap herself. There were innocent lives at stake, not to mention a catastrophic trap that she knows she was about to fall into, and she was sitting there thinking about Master Kenobi's, soft, beautiful lips. He looked at the corner of her eye and saw her new fan, Arch Trooper Five's looking at her. She smiled at him and he turned away quickly, embarrassed.

"Make sure you don't look at me when Master Windu is around, he might claw your eyes out." Amara winked at him and Arch Trooper's face flushed

"I am so sorry for the confusion Commander, I was lost in thought." Five's claimed, and avoided eye contact with her. She smiled and continued to stare down are her food.

"You're a savage." Anakin whispered to her.

"What I think it's endearing." She smiled at him. Cody and Rex got up and called troops to battle station

"Alright, we are setting course for Malto, brace for enemy fire." The admiral announced. They finally approached Malto and got bombarded by enemy ship.

"That is a very heavy blockade they placed, lets hope Skywalker and the shadow squadron can give us an clear opening." Anakin and Ashoka got the Shadow squadron ready, when Amara approached him and gave her old friend a hug.

"Mar, what's wrong with you?" Anakin gazed it friend, sensing her discomfort.

"Nothing, well not yet exactly." She said as she bit her bottom lip. Being a jedi meant placing herself in life threatening situations. Even though she doesn't know if she's in mortal danger yet, but something still kept bothering her and she had no idea why. She looked back at the hanger and saw Master Kenobi standing and prepping his troops, and all the sudden her heart warmed up again.

XXXX

**I am going to post the next chapter soon 3 I am really not a writer but I do love Star Wars so please be considerate**


	3. Chapter 3

**So this is the third chapter, I love action so I want to make this story as action packed as possible. I mean you can't really call yourself a Star Wars fan and not like lightsaber duals, or droid battles. This chapter also reveals the weaknesses of Amara and Obi-wan. ****J**** enjoy**

XXXX

Amara's POV

Malto's battle was going to be more challenging than originally anticipated. She jumped off the frater, leading her clone squad, trying to draw all the attention towards her and her master so Master Kenobi could slip off unnoticed. Thousands of droids marched towards them; Amara's master pulled out and ignited his violet lightsaber, while she pulled out her lightsabers and ignited them. The atmosphere of Malto lay densely around them, darkness covering the planets, tranquil, natural beauty. Suddenly beams of red and blue ignited from all directions and blaster fires filled the serene planet. Amara lunched at droids, slashing them in half with her golden lightsabers. Her master, Mace Windu, barely needed the use of lightsabers, since he fought mainly with just the Force. From the corner of her eye, she saw her master lift up a dozen droids through the Force, and crushing their inner circuit system. Her master's skills' were truly impressive, and she couldn't have asked for a better mentor to teach her the ways of the Force.

"Commander, we need you to disable the shield generators on the far left." She her one of the clone troopers shout over to her. She turned her head to locate the generators, and pulsed Force-lightening through them, disabling the generators and dropping enemy shields. Amara was one of the few jedi who could use force-lightening without giving herself to the darkside, but she avoided using this power of her, since it was highly frowned upon, especially usage on living creatures.

"Troopers move forward!" Windu screamed to his squadron.

Their distraction was working. Droids kept piling towards their direction and that's exactly what they hoped for. From the corner of her eye, she saw Master Kenobi's shuttle stealthily descend. She marched forward and kept attacking droids when she heard an explosion exactly where Commander Cody's squad landed. Master Kenobi brought a small team, so they can move fast in smaller number, if the droids realized that there was another jedi team, they had no chance of surviving, especially in this heavily fortified planet.

"Master, I think they're under attack! They wont last!" Amara screamed to her master.

"Amara I need you to concentrate on the battle right now! Master Kenobi and his clone troops are perfectly capable of handling themselves in a battlefield. Focus padawan!" Windu shouted, annoyed, and kind of surprised at his padawan's behavior. She almost never disobeyed orders, especially in the middle of a battle. Amara tried to recollect herself and continued her attack, slashing through droids and blocking blaster fires. Soon her master and her created an enormous mountain, filled with droids, metal bodies pilled into blazing fire.

"Amara, we cleared this sector. Take a small squad with you and follow Obi-wan's trail. I sense he may be in danger." Windu order to his young padawan. Amara gave him a nod and collected a squad of twenty men to escort her.

"Master, are you sure you can handle the next wave of droids?" Amara demanded. She knew her master was perfectly capable of handling a thousand battle droids all by himself, but she was still always concerned for him. The man was the closest thing she ever had to a father.

"Go now padawan, and may the Force be with you." Windu flashed her a rare smile and marched forward, towards the next wave of droids heading their direction.

"Okay, captain Nexer, trying establishing communication with General Kenobi, let him know we are coming to back him up." Amara order the clone captain, and turned her head to look towards their destination. Amara suddenly felt a cold shiver run down her spine. _I sense the dark side of the Force is strong here_. Both her and her Master sense the abundance of the dark side of the Force as soon as they landed on this planet, and its presence was highly unsettling.

"General Kenobi, General Windu and Commander Tu'Khul managed to fend off majority droid stations. We understand you might be in need of assistance." The clone captain reported their current status.

"We ran into some _klankers_, but I think there are more booby traps set in the trenches up ahead. A little assistance shall do us no harm. Cody send captain Nexer our coordinates. We will hold position for your arrival." Master Kenobi's transmission ended and Amara took in a deep breath. She was hoping to avoid Master Kenobi this mission, since he seems to cloud her judgment. She has never been so out of focus until this mission. Everything about this particular assignment seemed peculiar.

_Stop thinking about Master Kenobi, it's not the time to feed your girly fantasies_. Amara shook her head and followed the clone captain to their coordinates.

XXXX

Obi-wan's POV

Obi-wan sat crossed legged in deep meditation, patiently waiting for his companions_. I need to focus on the mission and I really don't want her to be here… she's becoming more of a distraction by the minute_. Obi-wan frowned, as the complexity of the mission seemed to increase. They still haven't found any traces of where the colonists were being held. He heard their reinforcements arrive and he turned around and saw Amara walking out within the depths of the forest. Even from far away, her mismatched gold and hazel-green eyes glimmered under the heavy moonlight. She came up to him and gave him her famous warm smile, deepening her dimple on the right cheek.

"Master, having a nice hike in this beautiful forest I see."

"Amara, how nice of you to join us, you can keep the squad entertained on the mission." He winked at her and saw a blush rise under dark skin. She nudged him and pulled her head up.

"What's the plan now? Do we just sit around the campfire and roast marshmallows?" Amara said while looked around the thick rainforest.

"I think our best course of action right now will be to wait until sunrise. Your battalion certainly needs the rest. And trekking in the middle of the night isn't a very smart move." Obi-wan concluded.

"Well, sounds like there's a waterfall nearby, so I am going to go take a dip." She turned and headed straight back inside the forest.

"Don't go too far." Obi-wan managed to call after her.

"Okay mom." Amara strode off into the depths of the forest. Obi-wan sat back crossed-leg into meditation again. Almost an hour passed by and there was still no sign of Amara. Obi-wan sensed no danger but nonetheless he was beginning to worry.

"Trooper, has Commander Tu'Khul reported back yet?"

"No, sorry General, should we send a squad to look for her?" The trooper asked. Obi-wan shook his and pulled at his beard. She wasn't in trouble, if so he would have sensed something.

"I'll go look for her. I almost forgot how stressful it was to have a padawan." Obi-wan started walking inside the forest looking for Amara. He slowly walked towards the waterfall. The site was absolutely breathtaking. The crystal blue pool rippled while the moon like crashed against it, making the water look like tiny droplets of diamonds. In the distance, Obi-wan noticed a feminine figure rise within a pool and splash her long hair back. Obi-wan felt a blush rise in his cheeks when he realized that it was Amara, and she was naked. Obi-wan tried to turn away and run back, but felt like he was set frozen in place. Still half immersed in the water, Amara had her back was turned to him, as he noticed slash scars all across her bare, curvy waist; she turned around slightly and he got a glimpse of her full breast. Obi-wan hesitantly turned and walked away from there as fast as he could, while making sure she hadn't felt his presence. His face and hands were trembling. This was the last thing he needed to see. She was the most beautiful being he had ever laid eyes on, and now things were going to be more complicated than ever. Obi-wan seemed to completely forget that he was a jedi master, and she was still a padawan learner, both honor-bound under the jedi code.

XXXX

Amara's POV

The water was absolutely amazing. She kept splashing the cool water against her skin, washing away the dirt and sweat from the battlefield. She knew she had been gone for almost an hour but the risk was absolutely worth it. She floated in the water, looking up at the bright, full moons high up in the sky. She couldn't remember the last time she was this happy. Happiness isn't a concept many jedi's are familiar with, especially her. Jedi dedicate their life to help others, and sacrifice anything that might bring harm to anyone else. Amara was funny and seemed jolly to everyone, but she was never happy, at least not in the past five years she wasn't. She was brought to the temple by her family when she was just two years old. She didn't know anything about her family until she ran meet them in a mission long ago. Amara learned she was the part of royal family of Chalacta. During this time, she became rather close to her twin sister, Ryanne, who is now a Senator. Ryanne too is Force Sensitive, but one of the daughter's had to stay back and rule the country. She grew up in the temple, just like all the other initiates, but somehow always felt hollow inside. Sometimes the loneliness was more catastrophic than other. When Amara met Anakin, he was always homesick, claimed to miss his mother. She always wondered what it would have been like, to be a part of a family. Amara cannot imagine her life outside the Jedi Order, since she was brought up to know nothing else, yet sometimes the mind can't help but wonder… _Wait, someone's watching me_. Amara swiftly turned around to see who was spying on her. Obviously the creep was already gone. Strangely, she would have felt absolutely violated with her invasion of privacy, but instead she seemed to enjoy it. _What's wrong with me? I like someone watching me, what the hell has gotten into me, it's like I am just hitting puberty_.

Amara jumped out of the water and managed to put her clothes back on stomped back to the campsite. If it was one of the clones watching her, she would immediately know because they couldn't keep their excitement to themselves. Amara entered the campsite and noticed none of the clones seemed happier than they usually do, and she sensed no deception from them.

"Commander, you're finally back." Captain Nexer came up behind her. He pulled out a protein pellet from his survival pack and handed it to her.

"Happen to have a steak dinner in there Nex?" Amara asked. She hated protein pellets. They tasted like saw dust.

"Sorry Commander." He smiled at her and turned to join his brothers

"Nexer, did you send anyone to look for me?" Amara asked curiously.

"I didn't send anyone sir no, but General Kenobi went to look for you twenty minutes ago. But a few minutes later he came back alone and headed straight inside that cave, saying that he needed to meditate in peace." Nexer concluded and turned away from her. Amara could feel a lump rising in her throat. _No, no… no. Makes sense why I enjoyed it. What the hell he would never watch me he's a jedi… a Jedi-Master_… But it was him; Amara felt a throbbing headache rise as she buried her face in her hands. Her palms began to burn and her heart rate increased. Before she realized it, she found herself entering the cave where Master Kenobi was meditating. _Oh, I am so in love with him_.

Master Kenobi still had his eyes closed. Amara sat in front of him crossed legged, lost in thought as to what her next course of action should be. She could never confess her feelings to him; she could never confess it to anyone, not even Master Yoda. Amara had formed an attachment, just like Dooku said in her vision.

"What is it you wish to tell me Amara?" Master Kenobi spoke without warning, his eyes still closed.

"I didn't tell Mace everything about my vision Master…" she trailed off. No she couldn't tell him anything further. She bit down on her tongue as hard as she could, making sure it doesn't slip again. She held her breath as she watched Master Kenobi slowly opening his eyes and gazing at her curiously with his intense blue eyes.

"It is unwise to hide something from your Master Amara, especially when it has to do with a vision that could be pivotal information for the mission, you should know better." Obi-wan said, semi-shouting at her with a clear tint of annoyance.

"I couldn't… it's personal." She shut her mouth and closed her eyes tightly. She could feel her eyeballs burning as a tear rolled down her cheek. She knew at that stage, she couldn't embarrass herself any further. She jumped to her feet in a swift motion and headed out to the cave, her face buried inside both her palms.

"What is it?" She felt his strong hands softly gripping her shoulders, his voice softer than honey.

"Dooku… he said I formed an attachment. I am not worthy of becoming a Jedi Knight. I have failed my Master… I failed myself." Amara whispered, as she could feel her entire body washing over with shame and regret. She could slowly feel her future slip away from her grasp.

"Is it Anakin?" Master Kenobi's velvety voice snapping her back to reality. She raised her eyebrow, looking at him. To her surprise, she let out a sarcastic laugh while still choking on her tears.

"Why, why… why would you think it's Anakin?" She asked him, still confused as to why he would think like that. Anakin was like her brother; she couldn't possibly imagine him any other way.

"You two have always been close, it's only natural if it were." Master Kenobi said, still squeezing her shoulders.

"It's not Anakin." She said abruptly. "It doesn't matter because I am a jedi. I will just have to let it pass in time. Everything eventually fades, Master Kenobi." She said, straightening herself. A warm electricity spread through her as she felt his hands slip down, eventually tangling against her own.

"Do you die in the vision, Amara?" he asked, looking down at their hands.

"No, I don't die… I just fade away hearing you scream." Amara said, softly. She body slightly began to shake, facing the realization that she just confessed her love to him. She didn't know if he felt the same way. He couldn't feel the same way he was far more controlled than she could ever hope to be. Yet she desperately needed him to feel the same way, otherwise it would feel like someone physically ripped her heart out while it was still beating. She closed her eyes and let tears stream down her face. Suddenly, a pair of warm hands reaches up to her face, slowly caressing them, and wiping out her tears. She tilted her head, letting her face fall into his strong palms.

"We are jedi Amara, we aren't to form attachments." He slowly pulled her head and let if fall into his chest. Amara began to whimper, shaking uncontrollably. She felt his forearms tightening around her body, trying to stop her from shaking. She slowly looked up at his eyes, eyes she could stare at all eternity. He looked pained, with a confused look on his face.

"We are only human… Master. We can't help what we feel. I can't stop loving you. I never did-" Before she could end her sentence, another pair of lips crashed against hers. All her troubles seem to wash away. She let his lips softly take over her; his tongue playing tenderly inside her mouth, slowly sucking on her bottom lip. His beard tickled against her smooth face, creating a strange sensation run throughout her body. She never wanted this moment to end. She let her fingers sink slowly inside his silk-like hair. He held her tighter and deepened their kiss. Amara clanged onto his neck, taking her tongue and running it across his mouth, biting his bottom lip. They slowly broke their kiss, both gasping for air. She looked up him and smiled, as his thumb lightly pressed against her dimple. Suddenly a cold shiver ran down her spine. Instantly, she reached out to the Force and drew her lightsabers, as Master Kenobi did the same to his.

"I feel it too, I know this foul stench." Master Kenobi said, with their back against each other.

"Well, this is certainly something Jedi's shouldn't be doing." A female, snake-like voice crept through the cold air. From a cliff above, she saw two scarlet lightsabers ignite as a bald, female figure force-jumped. "Oh, Obi-wan, didn't know you were so kinky. A padawan learner…"

"I could smell you from her a parsec away my darling." Master Kenobi smirked at his opponent as she crept towards them. Assaj Ventress. Amara never had the pleasure of meeting this cunning witch, but she surely has heard of her. To her knowledge, Amara knew both Master Kenobi and Anakin have faced off multiple times against the Sith assassin.

"Oh, my god, you are more awful than my imagination can paint a picture." Amara said, while chuckling. Ventress' nostrils flared as she charged at full speed towards them. Amara blocked Ventress' scarlet lightersabers against her own two golden ones. Amara was too busy dueling Ventress when she noticed that Master Kenobi was preoccupied fighting Count Dooku. Amara concentrated fully against Ventress, blocking her every blow. Amara swiftly defended herself against all of Ventress' blows. Ventress was very skilled, but she lacked focus and discipline. She could feel frustration rising within her opponent. Satisfaction crept inside Amara, enjoying the frustration, almost feeding off of it. Without thinking, she took her left lightsaber and blocked incoming force-lightening coming from behind her. She looked back and saw Count Dooku sparring lightening with one hand and dueling against Master Kenobi with the other. With a thump, she felt jolting pain in her jaw when Ventress feet kicked her with full force. Amara fell backwards, everything hazing around her.
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**So, chapter three was pretty intense. I would like to keep all the chapters as intense as possible, because otherwise, it's no fun. So Obi-wan and Amara fell into the separatist trap. I will upload the fourth chapter soon, so you're just going to have to wait to see what happens to the forbidden couple **


	4. Chapter 4

**SO, this chapter is mainly Obi-wan's point of view, because he's my favorite. This isn't a very action packed chapter, and next chapter isn't going to be either ****L**** but still I hope you guys enjoy this **

XXXX

Obi-wan's POV

Obi-wan woke up with a throbbing headache, with his vision completely blurry. After a few minutes passed, he took a note of his surroundings. Large metallic bars surrounded him, with only one spotlight illuminating the enormous room. He looked down and saw Amara, laying still on his lap, both their hands bound by force-draining cuffs. He reached his hands down and slowly pushed her hair out of her face, stroking her lovely face. Even with smears and smudges of dirt all over her face, she looked as beautiful as she always does. He noticed blue and purple bruises along her jaw line. Anger began to boil inside Obi-wan as he recalled the events leading to their capture. He remembered Dooku striking force lightening at Amara, while Ventress knocked her out; distracted, Obi-wan too got knocked out by Dooku moments after. All the sudden, Obi-wan realized what happened. He was in love with a padawan learner, and he kissed her. He cursed loudly and buried his face in his hands. He was admired in the Order for his amicable discipline. He needed to get as far away from this girl as he possibly could. Amara had a bright future in the Jedi Order, and he wouldn't let anything jeopardize that. Amara began to nuzzle up against as she groaned.

"What the hell…" She slowly opened her eyes and started to get up. She looked up at him and paused for a moment, trying to smile.

"How's your head? Does your jaw hurt?" Obi-wan demanded while examining her bruises. She shook her head and smiled.

"What?" Obi-wan asked, curiously while arching his eyebrow.

"We are right were we need to be. Did you hear anything else, can you sense the presence of any other colonists? We might be held in the same facility as them." Amara said while looking down at her hands. She was right, and this simple possibility hadn't even crossed his mind. _God, she is such a distraction, how could I not think of this earlier?_ Obi-wan closed his eyes and concentrated on the living force surrounding him. He felt pain and distress, muffling cries of men, women and children filled the air around him. Obi-wan twitched and opened his eyes and saw Amara staring at him, she felt it too.

"Well, they are being held here alright. We right now we can't do anything to help them…" Amara looked down, disappointed. Obi-wan began to feel helpless as her sat there unable to help those in dire need around him. As a jedi, there was nothing harder than not being able to help lives of the innocent, but as a man, what he was about to do now was going to be much harder.

"Amara, we need to discuss what happened earlier…" Obi-wan began cautious. He waited for Amara's reaction to proceed. Her face fell even more and her eyes widened, she knew what was about to happen and turned her face away from him.

"Don't Master Kenobi, I can't hear that right now." Amara answered him, in a low whisper. Tears began to roll down her eyes. Obi-wan's hand itched to reach out to her face and wipe her tears, but instead he sat stiffly, gripping his hands tightly together.

Amara wiped her tears and looked back at him, burning agony filled her mesmerizing eyes. "I know… love leads to the dark side." She began slowly, but her voice began to escalate as anger emitted off of her

"But you can't just forget what happened? We love each other and nothing in this goddamn galaxy can change that! What the fuck do you want, pretend like nothing ever happened, lie to ourselves. Bury our feelings and lead the rest of our lives more miserable than we already are! That's not very jedi-like now is it you fucking hypocrite!" Amara kicked a metal bar with full force and fell flat on her back, sobbing restlessly. Her violent reaction shocked Obi-wan. He slowly approached her.

"This is exactly the reason why jedi are forbidden to form attachments, you need to calm yourself Amara, I sense much darkness in you..." Obi-wan approached, with a low tone, trying not to anger her further. He hadn't accepted such an outburst from her. Amara seemed to be a very disciplined jedi, always in control of her emotions. Obi-wan felt Amara calm down as she began to sob slowly.

"I'm sorry master… I don't know what came over me. I must say I didn't mean _everything_ I said earlier… I don't know what's happening to me…" Amara stared blanking, looking up at the ceiling and not meeting his eye as she continued. "I would much rather have that blue freak kick me in the jaw repeatedly than feel like this… feels like I'm being eaten alive by a Raptor… I heard it isn't much fun." Obi-wan couldn't help but smile as he watched the Amara he fell in love with come back to her usual self. He knew what kind of pain she was going through, because he was going through the same pain as her, yet he could never act on his feelings. It would set a poor example to the young padawan, not that he wasn't already set enough bad examples.

"I think it would be best to never talk about this, ever again… as you said yourself, everything fades in time." Obi-wan said. He knew that wasn't true. What he felt for Amara would never fade away.

"I was trying to be wise. I lied Master not everything fades in time… I should stop giving advises, may I compliment you with a sarcastic comment instead?" Amara smiled, but it faded quickly.

"Your humor doesn't seem to ever run out Amara." Obi-wan said, smiling at her. Her pretend optimism was making the tormenting situation they were in a little easier, and he loved her even more for that; realizing that, his chest began to burn.

"We need to figure out how to get out of here-" Amara got cut off as the heavy metal door across the room over, bursting out bright while light into their eyes. Amara sat up straight and gazed out coldly as Dooku enter the room, smirking at his prisoners mischievously through the iron bars.

"Master Kenobi, I must say, your actions recently have been, vastly disappointing." Dooku stated, looking at Amara. Amara gave Dooku a cold blank look, with no reaction in her face.

"I must say, I don't take any course of action trying to impress you Dooku… in fact, I do the exact opposite, so thank you." He smirked at his old enemy and watched his face frown.

"I sense much darkness in your muse Obi-wan… with her skills, she would make a fine edition, as my new apprentice…" Dooku turned his head and faced Amara, who just chuckled at Dooku's comment.

"I wouldn't be considered a grey jedi if I didn't occasionally use dark force capabilities… I would just be a regular jedi and regular isn't my thing so, shut up you dried up old hog, your ambitions are just as pathetic as you-" Amara got interrupted as Dooku reached out to her and stroked her face. Obi-wan balled his fist and anger bubbled up inside him. When Dooku's finger reached her mouth, Amara snapped her mouth open and bit down on his finger hard. Dooku's face retorted in pain and pulled his finger back, surprised at Amara's rash action. Obi-wan smirked at her.

"Sorry I should have warned you, I'm am a biter." Amara spoke in a monotone voice.

"Huh, you are an interesting being, padawan Tu'Khul, quite intriguing indeed. I think I am beginning to see what Master Kenobi sees in you." Dooku smirked at him. Obi-wan closed his eyes shut, trying to bury his anger.

"You can never get through to either one of us Dooku." Obi-wan spat out. Dooku scoffed and turned his attention back to Amara, who sat close to Obi-wan, spreading her illustrious, warm body heat to him.

"You are weak, jedi don't form attachments, yet here you are with a schoolgirl crush. Mace Windu speaks so highly of you… how disappointed he must be at his padawan right now…" Dooku attempted to manipulate her, but Amara just tilted her head, showing no sign of distress or anger. Obi-wan was quite impressed at her level of tolerance.

"You aren't going to win Dooku, both of us are strong-willed jedi, we wont be easily swayed to the dark side; the dark side is for the weak-minded, like yourself, still believing that you can turn one of us into your replacement apprentice, wonder how your bald witch will react to that." Amara smirked at coldly at her opponent.

"After the Opola virus is developed, no one can do anything to stop me. All these innocent people are going to face a slow, painful death, and all you have to do is sit back and watch, because, Miss Tu'Khul, you are not going anywhere." Dooku brashly opened the cell door and dragged Amara out, forcing her to her knees. Obi-wan stared wide-eyed at her, heart beating rapidly against his chest. Amara's face distorted in pain, she sat up and looked at Dooku with a blank look, limiting him from the satisfaction of tormenting the jedi. Obi-wan on the other hand wasn't as calm as Amara. Sweat began to drip from his forehead and the atmosphere seemed to burn through his skin.

"Well, Master Kenobi, let's put our new weapon to trail shall we?" without warning, Dooku pulled out a syringe and stab Amara in the neck with it. Amara's eyes widened, while her face drained. She crashed on the floor, face down and lay there still.

"NOOOOOOOOOOO!" Obi-wan screamed at the top of his lungs, his eyes burning with hatred. He glared at Count Dooku, trying to control the shivers that kept running down his body. He could feel his entire world fall apart around him.

"Relax Obi-wan, she isn't dead yet, did you really think I was going to make it that easy." Dooku looked at his fingernails and continued. "Now why would I want to instantly kill someone, when I can have the upmost pleasure of witnessing someone die in vain? She is going to die eventually, and it is going to be a very painful death. You are going to sit in your cage and watch her die, without the power of trying to save her life. As her life keeps slipping from your hands, you will give in more to the dark side and earn your rightful place as my apprentice! You must see your destiny here, Obi-wan, you shouldn't waste your talents by being a jedi. Feed your anger… give into the hate!" Dooku pushed Amara's lifeless body back into the cage and stormed out.

Obi-wan picked up Amara and cradled her body, holding her head tightly against his chest. Amara's weak eyes fluttered open, and looked at him. He smiled and kissed her in the forehead.

"Well that was… expected." Amara choked out, moaning in pain. Obi-wan placed his cold hands against Amara's burning skin. She dug her fingernails deep into his forearms and tears rolled down from her eyes, trying to hold back a scream.

"You are not going to die my love, I can't let that happen." Obi-wan brushed Amara's pale face with the back of his hand.

"Yes, you can… and when the time comes, you will let me go Master Kenobi. You are everything a jedi should be, and that is what I fell in love with. Don't you dare let Dooku win, and don't you dare dishonor my memory. Because Force forbid, master I am going to come back as a force ghost and slap the living shit out of you." Amara weakly smiled at him and wrapped her finger's around him as tightly as she could. Obi-wan smiled and held onto Amara as tightly as he could. He could never give Dooku the satisfaction, and he would never do anything dishonor Amara's memory. The last time Obi-wan lost someone he deeply cared about, Siri Tache, he almost gave into the dark side and attempted to kill her murderer in cold-blood. He remembers feeling the emptiness and the dark side washed over him. He couldn't do that to himself again. Amara shut her eyes again and rested against Obi-wan's chest. Obi-wan sensed conflict occurring outside the chambers… _reinforcements arrived_.

"Nothing is going to happen to you now, we are being rescued my love please hold on." Obi-wan whispered in his ear and gave her a small peck on her lips. Clone troopers' burst into the room. Obi-wan saw Cody as he rushed to his superior.

"Cody, get a medical team ready ASAP, Commander Tu'Khul has been injected with the virus about fifteen minutes ago." Obi-wan tried to keep his voice as steady as he could. Cody turned around and ordered one of the troopers to bring a stretcher. Obi-wan still held onto Amara's weakening body, he looked down and saw beads of sweat forming across her forehead.

"General Skywalker and Commander Tano were able to extract an antidote for the virus. We have already developed the serum. Cody reached inside his pocket and punched a syringe in Amara's neck. "The colonists who had been affected are already undergoing treatment." Cody reported as other troopers brought in the stretcher. Obi-wan carried Amara's body over to the stretcher and placed her down carefully. The troopers vanished inside the shuttle as it took off, leaving Obi-wan deep in his thoughts. There was nothing that was going to keep him away from this girl. Her understanding and maturity helped him hold onto the light. If the council catches them and they are too blind to see the purity of their relationship, then Obi-wan would be ready to leave the Order with the love of his life by his side. A wide smile rose in his face as the empty void inside his heart suddenly filled up again.

"What the hell are you smirking about?" Anakin came behind his former master and placed his hand on his shoulder, sensing the excitement from Obi-wan.

"Good job Anakin. The case, I might add, is quite rare indeed… me getting caught and you successfully completing the mission without any distress." Obi-wan taunted his friend as he rolled his eyes at him.

"How many times do I have to save you neck Obi-wan?" Anakin teased him as the both boarded the shuttle, lifting them off from this godforsaken planet.
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Amara's POV

"Fuck." Amara gave a low moan and she slowly tried open her eyes. Her whole body seemed incapable of operating as she tried her best to keep her eyes open and see the people who have been anxiously waiting for her to be awake.

"Watch your language, young padawan." Master Windu knelt next to his padawan and lightly squeezed her hand. He noticed the tired-drenched face of her master and realized she must have put him through hell.

"I – I'm sorry Master…" Amara got cut off and her master stopped her.

"I heard about your encounter with Ventress and Dooku. I must say, my padawan, I am most certainly impressed. General Kenobi said you fought vigilantly and never let emotions cloud your judgment during your duel. He was also quite impressed with your, unconventional, yet extremely effective interrogation tactics against Dooku. Very well done, my, soon to become former padawan." Master Windu coughed and continued. "You are most certainly ready to be knighted." Amara smiled widely and squeezed her master's hand.

"Master Yoda and the rest of the council has agreed to let you not take the trails, as they believe you have already proven to be worthy of a Jedi Knight. We will hold the knighting ceremony as soon as we land to Courasant. By the time we arrive, you will regain your strength and reach 100%. The Order is anxious to have exception general like yourself soon." Amara tried to sit up, but her master helped her and placed a pillow on her back. Amara's eyes drifted to Master Kenobi, who was standing in the corner with a light smirk on his lips. She couldn't help herself and smiled at him too.

"I couldn't have done it without Master Kenobi, half of the credit goes to him as well… whatever contribution we made to this mission anyways, which is none so why are you praising me again?" Amara looked at her master again and smiled.

"He deserves no credit, my best friend almost died under his watch." Anakin teased and reached over to hug his friend. She laughed at him and hugged him back.

"Stop being an asshole and apologize to your elder, douche." Amara tried on a serious tone, but ended up laughing instead. "I must say, as much as I love company, I don't really want people in here right now. So leave, I am too tired." Amara waved her hand to dismiss her audience. Everyone turned towards the door when Amara called after Master Kenobi and stopped him.

"Thank you so much Master Kenobi, for saving my life." Amara smiled at him. He reached out and took her cold fingers and wrapped it around his own, warm ones.

"I didn't save your life Amara, you saved mine." Master Kenobi looked deep into her eyes, while his own were filled with hope.

"I did nothing more than my rightful duty as a Jedi. It was my mandate to make sure the dark side does not take over a fellow jedi… especially you. I would so totally haunt you in my next life." She laughed at him as he looked down, embarrassed.

"I love you Amara, and you are right… it will never fade, and I don't want it to. Your purity and love for me helped me cling on to the light side, and there is nothing greater than that. I believe we need to have a conversation with Master Yoda as soon as we land… when you were dying in my arms, I felt nothing but regret, regret of ripping your heart apart. And in that moment I decided that if we were to survive through this ordeal, then I want to spend my life with you by my side Amara Tu'Khul, do you agree or did you have a change of heart?" Amara stared wide-eyed at the Jedi-Masters mouth. Mixtures of emotions – happiness, joy, love, confusion and fear washed over her as she started picturing different scenarios of her future as a jedi, and with him. She did not except the Jedi-Master to change his mind, but she couldn't be happier that he did. But she felt depressed by the thought of having a conversation with Master Yoda because she knew what direction that would take.

"Master Yoda is never going to understand… we are both going to get kicked out Obi-wan. And you are too important to get kicked out of the Jedi Order. He will be infuriated when he learns you formed a romantic attachment with a padawan learner." Amara desperately held onto her lover's hand.

"Amara, we will wait 'til you are knighted, I think it may make the situation less severe… and sweetheart, Jedi don't dwell on if's." Obi-wan winked at her as he brought his head close to hers, placing a sensual kiss on her lips. Amara giggled at his lips and he pulled back, amused.

"Did I do something funny?" He asked, curious gaze on his face.

"No, no, it's not that, I mean I have had a crush on you for such a long time it just seems, unreal… and I can't believe how lucky I am all the padawan girls my age have a crush on you. What most girls treat as a pesky fantasy is a reality for me, I mean wow Master Kenobi kissed me." She giggled and turned her head away, blushing madly.

"I am glad you are loving this, Knight Tu'Khul." Obi-wan answered her, clearly amused with her reaction.

"I am not a knight yet you know…" She looked at Master Kenobi and forgot about all the ordeals, forgot all the horrors of war, forgot all the losses they suffered, and just lived in the moment until their next challenge faces them.
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**This mushy chapter came to an end… just so you guys know, next chapter is when the M rating is going to kick in so don't read it if you aren't into that. **


	5. Chapter 5

**Okay Chapter 5 is here… just so you know before the chapter begins, this is where the M rating kicks in (when I mean M, I actually mean X) so, you have been warned. **

Amara's POV

Affection, love – Amara never, until now, realized how perilous such emotions can be. The past few days seemed like a dream to her – she felt as if she was floating through life, forgetting her duties as a Jedi, a Commander, and eventually forgetting herself. Being in love felt like being dozed on high levels of pain medication… she felt loopy all the time and would find herself smiling under stressful situations. Her master has noticed her strange behavior as well, but decided not to confront her. Amara, the Amara people knew was temporarily gone, engulfed inside the love she has longed for such a long time. She finally snapped out of the drugs when she stood in front of the mirror inside her quarters, staring at herself. Amara forgot the obvious, she was a Jedi. With her newfound yet obvious realization, she stood, blankly staring at herself. Mixture of emotions rushed through her, fear, lust, love, confusion… and Amara crashed in her bed, feeling trails of tears rolling off her cheeks. _He's a Jedi Master… I am a Jedi padawan… what am I thinking? It doesn't matter, I love him no matter what_. Amara buried her face in her hands and began to have a meltdown_. I can't have a meltdown now; I'm going to be knighted in a few hours. I need to talk to him and set some guidelines, I hate feeling so helpless_. Amara's fear was drawn out when someone buzzed at her door. Amara sat up, and tried to sense the force signature of her visitor. It wasn't her master, but it was someone she needed to see. Master Kenobi… Amara jumped off her sleep-couch and went to open her door. Without giving Master Kenobi a chance to talk, she looked around the hallway and pulled him inside with full force.

"I hate myself right now. I never hated myself because I was kind of obsessed with myself. It's like I am tripping on spice… the hit feels wonderful but you eventually withdraw and hell breaks loose." Amara began ranting. Obi-wan looked at Amara, clearly surprised at her emotions. This girl never ceased to amaze him.

"What is it Amara?" Master Kenobi demanded, confused.

"The last few days has been too good to be true. I'm not acting like myself, it will come in between my duty… why are you so normal?" Amara sat down in her sleep-couch, looking up helplessly. Obi-wan chuckled and put his warm hands on her shoulders.

"I had the same effect the first few days when I fell in love for the first time. And I was much younger than yourself." Obi-wan said, looking deeply into her eyes.

"What I am your first love?" Amara smirked at him. She knew Amara wasn't his first love. Anakin did mention something about a Duchess from Mandalore when they were kids. "When will this loopy sensation pass, because no offense, but I would like to start focusing again, especially when I walk into the Council chamber and everyone knows something is wrong with me." Amara said, deeply concerned.

"Sweetheart, it has already passed, you just came into realization that you have been acting strangely for the past few days… and now you will do whatever it takes to bring back the fierce Amara." Obi-wan concluded and cupped his hands around her face. Amara smiled and started to loose herself in his eyes. She clutched the collar of his tunic and drew his face closer to hers, embracing into a kiss. She took control over his lips, slowly slipping her tongue inside her mouth, occasionally nipping his upper lip. He slid his hands down to her waist, sending shivers down her spine and held her tighter to deepened the kiss. They lost themselves in passion, hungrily starting at each others lips. Amara buried her hands in his hair and gripped onto it. Obi-wan began to suck on her bottom lip, making her moan against his mouth. They eventually broke off their kiss, Amara's lip swollen red.

"Wow… it never stops being amazing with you does it." Amara dreamily touched her lips, recalling the passion she shared with him moments ago.

"No darling, it's you who is truly amazing." Obi-wan kissed the top of her forehead and headed towards the exit. "I suggest you start getting ready Knight Tu'Khul." Obi-wan winked at her and left Amara deep in her own thoughts. Master Kenobi wasn't Amara's first kiss. Amara kissed plenty of guys in random clubs when she was intoxicated. None of those kisses, even though she can't recall any details of them, even began to compare to the kiss she shared with Master Kenobi. Amara smiled at herself and opened her closet door, pulling out the outfit she prepared for her knighting ceremony.

XXXX

Obi-wan's POV

Obi-wan waited patiently for his fellow council members to show up so they could begin preparations for the knighting ceremony. He spotted his friend Windu and made his way towards him.

"Mace, how does it feel to let go of a padawan?" Obi-wan demanded. He remembered his sensations when Anakin got knighted, body flushed with pride of raising a fine knight, overshadowed by the feeling of loss as the powerful bond between a master and padawan gets detached forever.

"I couldn't be prouder of my padawan Obi-wan; she will make a fine knight. And also… I realized I haven't extended a formal thank you for saving her life in Malto." Windu gave his friend a nod, trying his best to shield his emotions. Mace had always been very guarded when it came to his emotions, yet even he was feeling the same emotions as Obi-wan had when Anakin was about to be knighted. Obi-wan shook his friends hand and took his position for the ceremony to begin. The Council chambers turned dark when all twelve members took their positions, hiding their faces within their Jedi robes. The chamber doors blasted open and Amara stepped in, wearing a high neck orange dress that ended up halfway through her thighs, adorned with the utility belt that held her lightsabers around her waist. She wore a black-and-white silk cardigan that causally lay around her body. Her hair was placed on a messy bun on the top of her head, with her long padawan braid tucked behind her ear. Her eyes steady as she stepped in front of Master Yoda still , with her hands behind her waist.

"Padawan Tu'Khul, please kneel." Amara kneeled obediently. "Please recite the Jedi code, padawan." Master Plo-Koon demanded.

"_There is no emotion, there is peace._ _There is no ignorance, there is knowledge._ _There is no passion, there is serenity._ _There is no chaos, there is harmony. There is no death, there is the Force._" Amara recited dutifully while Master Yoda ignited his green blade and sliced her padawan braid off. Master Windu stood behind his former padawan, and picked up the fallen braid.

"Rise, Knight Tu'Khul." Amara rose to her feet and smiled warmly at all the Council members, giving Obi-wan no special attention. Obi-wan felt is heart sink, even though he has no reason too. Amara lightly embraced her former Master, shutting her eyes tight. Obi-wan's master was taken from him before he got knighted, therefore he never got to share this sentiment with his master. Instead, he held his master's withering body as he died. Obi-wan walked slowly to his lover and smiled at her, blocking his emotions.

"Congratulations, Knight Tu'Khul." Obi-wan gave Amara a nod and she returned the smile to him. Anakin came from behind him and embraced him friend. Obi-wan twitched his nose as he noticed Anakin's finger's lingering through her hair. _Does Anakin have feelings for Amara_? Obi-wan wondered and balled his fists. He shook his head and turned his attention back to his former padawan.

"Let's go we're going to be late." Anakin looked at Amara and pulled at her.

"Where are you guys going?" Obi-wan demanded, curious.

"Few of the knights from our initiation class is going down to CoCo Town down to one of the nightclubs." Anakin answered his master, confused at his question. Anakin knew Obi-wan never questioned his whereabouts.

"You don't go to nightclubs, what are you going to do there?" Windu asked confused

"Hmm, get really drunk and pick up random guys from the bar?" Amara smiled as her former masters face hardened. She chuckled at her master's reaction and waited for everyone else to leave.

"Just so you know Master Kenobi, when I mean pick you guys from the bar, I mean you… come in a good disguise." Amara winked while brushing her index finger over his lips seductively. She left, swaying her hips. Obi-wan did not expect that from Amara, but it made tingly inside. Obi-wan almost ran back to his quarters and tried to pull something out with which Anakin wouldn't recognize him.

Obi-wan put on civilian tunics and covered his face with a hood. When he entered the club, species from all corner of the galaxy swarmed every inch of the dimly lit nightclub. Obi-wan squeezed his hands close to his ears, trying to block out the obnoxiously loud music that shook the club. Obi-wan tried to sense Amara's presence but he couldn't find her. Soon he felt a soothing, familiar presence and found her, standing next to the bar, looking over her shoulder trying to spot Obi-wan. Obi-wan breathing began to slow when he saw how unbelievably beautiful she looked. She was wearing a tight black dress with a open back and a high slit running up her left thigh, with exceptional amount of cleavage showing. Obi-wan indulged himself in her sight and slowly perused her.

"I believe you are looking for some, Jedi Knight" Obi-wan whispered seductively into her ears. Amara turned around, and smiled at him.

"What took you so long, do you have any idea I long I have been stalling everyone." Amara grabbed Obi-wan's tunic and led him to the dance floor. In the middle of the deep crowd with no sign of getting caught, Amara wrapped her hands around his neck and nuzzled against his neck. Obi-wan wrapped his hands around her waist and drew her closer to him. She closed the gap between them by kissing him seductively, her tongue swirling inside his mouth. Obi-wan began to rub his hands in her lower back, eventually leading to her left butt cheek. She squealed and bit his right ear, slowly kissing the soft spot behind his ear and licking it. Jolts of electricity kept running through his body with each contact of Amara's lips against his skin. Obi-wan kept dragging his fingers across her bare back, feeling her soft warm skin against his rough, callous fingers. She made her way down to his neck, sucking and kissing it slowing, teasing him.

"Knight Tu'Khul, I didn't expect to be such a tease." Obi-wan commented and sucked on her bottom lip.

"I want you, Obi-wan." This was the first time she ever used his first name. It sounded strange coming from her voice, but he liked it, like it was meant to be.

"Are you sure you want this my love?" Obi-wan asked. He was a very decent man and he would never take advantage of any women, let alone the woman he loved. She stared deep into his eyes and leaned her lips against his ear.

"More than anything, Master Kenobi." Amara drew his face and kissed him once again, signaling it was time for them to leave.
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Amara's POV

Amara's stomach kept churning and turning into knots as a mixture of excitement and nervousness floated through her. Sex wasn't forbidden, and she had only done it once with a friend, both intoxicated. Even though the first time was quiet wonderful, all this time Amara only imagined succumbing to such acts with only one man… a man she once thought she could never get. Now, he was leading her through the bustling crowd of Courasant, their hands intertwined. Amara looked up to his face, mesmerized by how young he looked. All she wanted to do was to kiss him, to hold him close against her body… to make love to him. Master Kenobi already rented a room ahead of time in a hotel uptown, far away from where they will be recognized. They stopped in front of the door and Amara waited from him to open the door. She could feel her hands trembling from nervousness, but she couldn't yearn for him more. They stepped into the simple room and Obi-wan closed the door behind them, standing a feet away from Amara. Amara reached for her utility belt that held her lightsabers and plucked it open, dropping it to the floor. Her breathing started to become heavier as Obi-wan slowly approached her. He came up to her and kissed her passionately, running his hands all over her body. Amara deepened the kiss, hungry for more when Obi-wan reached for side of her dress to unzip it. He hesitated for a moment, but then slowly began to undo her dress. With the side of her dress open, he took his hands and pulled at her straps, dragging them down and letting the dress fall below. Amara stood in front of him, bare chest with just a black underwear. Obi-wan took a step back and admired Amara's beauty, noticing her full breast and flat abdomen, with a curvy hip.

"You… are so beautiful." Obi-wan looked into her eyes while she blushed madly. He took off his tunic, standing shirtless in front of her. She gaped at the sight of his beauty… his body perfectly chiseled, perfect abs complimented with a strong chest. He was everything she ever imagined him to be, and more. He slowly approached her once more and picked her up by her hips, kissing her slowly and leading her to the bed. He lay her flat on her back while he hovered over her.

"Tell me to stop whenever you start feeling uncomfortable okay?" Obi-wan looked at her, waiting for permission.

"This... isn't my first time... What are you waiting for Master… please, get on with it." Amara felt the overwhelming need of Obi-wan's hands to touch her. As the cold wind blew through the open window, her nipples hardened, almost making it unbearable for her to just lay there. Obi-wan reached down and began to kiss her hungrily, his hands rubbing against her stomach. She moaned quietly as his bare chest can in contact with hers, sending a surge of pleasure through her body. Obi-wan trailed down and licked her jaw line, then slowly sucking her neck. Amara shut her eyes and enjoyed the euphoric pleasure that boiled inside of her. She felt his hands slowly make his way up to her breasts, as he lightly cupped them.

"Oh my…" Amara managed to choke out as she clutched her fists, gripping the sheets tightly. He slowly began to thumb around her nipples, making her moan constantly. She needed more… and she needed it badly. Soon, his thumbs lightly grazed over her nipples, making her gasp and the sudden contact.

"Does it feel good?" he asked her, half seductively, have concerned. She arched her head back and nodded at him furious, begging him to proceed. Soon she felt his tongue on her right nipple, licking and flickering against it. She groaned and tightly gripped his hair with both her hands. He slowly began sucking on it, while thumbing her left nipple with his left hands thumb. Amara never experience sensations this intense before. Even though he had sex once before, this was nothing like her first time. She couldn't help but wonder what the real thing with him would be like. He soon moved his mouth over to her left breast, kissing and nipping at it. The more he worked on her breasts with his mouth, the more Amara felt the throbbing pulse growing from between her legs. She still needed more, and he was teasing her.

"Please… Obi-wan, I need more… please" Amara begged for it. Obi-wan still kept sucking her nipples, but his hands trailed down to her underwear. Getting the signal, Amara widened her legs, allowing him easier access. His fingers dragged over her underwear, making Amara moan loudly. He took his lips, kept kissing down her stomach until he reached down her underwear, which he bit onto and pulled it down. Amara lay completely naked in front of him now, more excited than she ever was.

"Ahhhh…" Amara moaned and clutched onto his head and he began kissing her vagina. She took her head and bit down hard on the pillow, concealing a scream that was rising in her. His tongue kept swirling at her clit, when he took two fingers and entered her. Amara bit down on the pillow harder and he began to thrust his fingers inside of her. Amara kept moaning loudly, as she shivered in pleasure. He continued to do his work and check on Amara at the same time.

"Please… I need it harder…" Amara choked out and he began to move his fingers furiously inside her. This time Amara managed to scream and arched her head back with the intensity of pleasure riding inside her. She could feel juices flowing inside of her eventually pump out. Her head fell back on the pillow, gasping for air. She needed more, and she couldn't wait any longer. Obi-wan took his fingers out and came up to face her again. Amara's hands reached out to his leggings waistband and she pulled it down, exposing him to her. She gaped at his erection. The last time she saw a man's erection, she was heavily intoxicated, but even so she still remembers what men like. Surprising him, she took his erection and put it in her mouth. Obi-wan moaned loudly as Amara sucked on his penis. This is something apparently guys liked, and she didn't only want him to have all the fun. She kept on sucking harder as his moans grew louder as well. He gripped her hair tight as his pleasures began to increase. She looked up to his face and saw his face retorted in pleasure. She smiled and drew back, allowing him to do his work.

"This will hurt at first." He warned her. Amara knew that the first few minute would be painful, but she knew every minute of it would be worth it. she nodded at him as she positioned himself above her. She wrapped her legs around him and allowed him to enter her. She hid her face and pain shook through her, so Obi-wan thrusted as slowly as he could, occasionally pulling out. After minutes pain disappeared and intense ecstasy took over her. She dug her fingernails deep on his back and moaned loudly.

"Oh my god… harder please…" Obi-wan complied to her request and began to thrust wildly. Amara began screaming his name and gripping his hair with all her force. Soon they both reached their climax and both moaned intensely. Obi-wan crashed on top of her, as both gasped for air. He pulled himself out and lay flat next to her. Obi-wan turned around and kissed her forehead lightly.

"This was... I've never felt anything like this before." Amara commented. Obi-wan turned to her and chuckled lightly, while kissing her on the lips. "I love you, Obi-wan Kenobi." Amara closed her eyes and enjoyed the feeling of him next to her.

"I love you too, Amara Tu'Khul." Obi-wan whispered into her ears as she turned to her side and snuggled up against Obi-wan, wrapping both with a blanket and drifting onto a deep sleep.

XXXX

**Okay that intensely hot chapter is over. But from next chapter, I will go back to the basic story (some made up some from the Clone Wars series) with hints of mushy romance between the two. **


	6. Chapter 6

**Okay so this is where events from the Clone Wars series hit off. This chapter has the events from season 1 episodes 11 and 12, when Hondo captures Dooku. I made a few changes and added my OC. I don't really like the chapter, but it shows Amara's character conflict and her insecurities with Obi-wan. It's kind of long chapter, but enjoy. **

XXXX

Obi-wan's POV (8 months later)

Obi-wan hadn't seen Amara in eight months; those eight agonizing months seemed like an eternity to the Jedi-Master. Amara was stationed in the inner rim the day after she got knighted. But in the past few months, the couple didn't have a chance to run into each other, even when they went to the temple. Obi-wan didn't have to wait much longer because Amara's platoon was arriving as reinforcements. Obi-wan would feel excited from the thought of feeling his lovers warmth again, but currently he was in no mood to chastise his fantasies. The Council has been tracking Dooku for quite sometime now, and Anakin managed to successfully track him down. In an heroic attempt to capture the Sith Lord, Anakin had gone missing. Amara insisted on assisting Obi-wan in search to find their old friend.

"General Kenobi. General Tu'Khul's fleets have arrived." Admiral Yularen announced.

"Contact General Tu'Khul's fleet and tell her to come onboard immediately. We must find Anakin, and manage to capture Dooku as well." Obi-wan noted. The Admiral quickly contacted their reinforcements as Obi-wan made their way to the hanger, preparing to meet Amara. Amara's ship arrived and she stepped out of the landing platform, looking as beautiful as ever. Her mismatched eyes landed on Obi-wan as she smiled at his sweetly, sweeping his heart away. Obi-wan and Amara had been very careful when it came to hiding their relationship; both of them were extremely devoted jedi (except for the attachment code) and neither of them wanted to get expelled from the Jedi Order. Obi-wan noticed Amara looked different – her hair was very different from the last time he saw her. Before, her dark hair stretched below her hips, with an ombré of dark blonde blending on the edge of her hair. But now her hair was much shorter, almost came up to her shoulder blades and her ombré effect was much blonder than before. Her beautiful brown skin compliment the warm hues of her hair perfectly. All Obi-wan wanted to do now was swoop her in his arms, and kiss her… recall what she tasted like, feel her warmth again; he missed every bit of her.

"I know you are thrilled to see me but it's no time to get reacquainted right now, but Anakin isn't having the time of his life." Amara impatiently waved her hands and motioned her fellow jedi to come aboard. He had never loved another as much as he loved Amara, and he knew why – she never let her feelings affect duty, no matter the circumstances. The two changed into a spacesuit and made their way to a lone separatist freighter.

_Hey handsome, I missed you so much my love_. Amara communicated telepathically, without turning around. Obi-wan smirked and replied. _I missed you too darling, and nice hair_. Obi-wan commented and saw a small smile spread across her face, imprinting a dimple on her right cheek. This was a stealth mission, and both he and Amara had to use their jedi reflexes to move through the ship undetected. The landed onto an opening and entered the freighter. Obi-wan and Amara managed to lurked within the shadows without any distress. Soon, they made their way into the prison hold where Anakin was being held.

_I hope this plan works, what if they beat him to pulp_? Amara asked him telepathically. _Don't worry my dear, I'm sure it's nothing Anakin cant handle_. Obi-wan reassured his girlfriend as he opened on of the cell doors. Inside he found two bored pirates, playing saabac on the prison floor. The two approached them when Amara held up her hand.

"Don't bother getting up gentlemen, you aren't the prisoners we are looking for." Amara gestured her lightsabers to him and shut the door closed. Obi-wan smiled at her and gestured her to open the next door. The next door flew open as both the jedi stepped into the empty room. Both of them sensed a presence behind them and ignited their lightsabers in unisons. Anakin jumped from behind them as smirked.

"Is this how you thank the people who are trying to save you?" Obi-wan mocked and clipped his lightsaber back on his belt.

"Well, it's kind of hard to defend myself without the lightsaber." Obi-wan held out his hand and handed Anakin his lightsaber.

"We needed to make your capture look believable Anakin." Amara commented as they stepped out the door.

"Well, why am I always the one getting caught, it doesn't look good." Anakin concluded.

"After you become a master Anakin you can do the planning." Obi-wan smirked.

"Well how can I become a master if I keep getting caught all the time." Anakin rolled his eyes sarcastically. Amara chuckled and shook her head watching the former master and padawan bicker.

"You are a master Anakin… a master of getting caught." Obi-wan mocked and turned to smile at Amara. A smile spread across her face as she blushed. _You are so bad Obi-wan… I have never wanted you more_. Amara said telepathically and winked at him, making sure Anakin wasn't looking_. Force I can't wait until this is over my love_. Obi-wan looked down, suppressing his smile. The three made their way to Dooku's chamber and found him meditating in the middle of his room.

"Surprise, surprise, if it isn't Count Dooku." Anakin spat as all three of them ignited their lightsabers.

"Well, if it isn't Obi-wan Kenobi… I thought I sensed an unpleasant disturbance in the force. And you brought your… friend." Dooku commented, while his eyes still closed. "Where would young Skywalker be if you weren't around to always rescue him?" Dooku demanded, while finally opening his eyes, and resting them coldly at Amara. She kept her expression neutral and rolled her eyes at him. All the sudden, the freighter started shaking as Republican ships started attacking.

"Your ship is surrounded Count, Republic troops are boarding as we speak." Amara drew her lightsaber, preparing to attack.

"Jedi Fools." Dooku commented before ejecting his chair through a ventilation shaft below.

"I should have seen that coming." Obi-wan commented as he turned to exit the chamber.

"Where the hell are you going Anakin?" Amara asked as they saw Anakin make his way to the ventilation opening.

"I'm following him." Anakin said and jumped into the hole. Obi-wan groaned out in frustration and held out his hand to Amara. She smiled at him and stroked his beard.

"Why do you even try?" Amara commented as they made their way to the hanger. Amara opened the door leading to the hanger and saw Dooku aboard his ship. The two jedi's started chasing after him but the ship was already in motion. Amara and Obi-wan made their way to another ship, slicing any droids in their way and made preparations to follow Dooku. Just as they are about to launch the ship, Anakin steps in and takes a seat on the co-pilot chair.

"I thought you were following Dooku." Obi-wan commented in a monotone voice.

"I was… I followed him here." Anakin replied, nonchalantly. The ship took off in full speed as they attempted to shoot Dooku's ship down. Obi-wan shot Dooku's shit, causing it to crash on the planet below, but in the process, their ship also managed to get hit. Anakin used his expertise as a pilot and maneuvered the crashing ship just enough to prevent it from killing them.

"For your expertise Anakin, this isn't a very smooth landing." Amara commented as she rubbed her templates. Obi-wan held out his hand and helped her out of her seat. Vanqor was a strange planet, with no visible greenery or water source… just purplish rocks everywhere. They quickly spotted Dooku's ship and headed there. The ship was already empty but they noticed a homing beacon attached to the side of the ship.

"Aww, looks like our distinguished Count is calling for help." Amara commented as she examined the beacon.

"Doesn't matter, his engine is heavily damaged. Our wonderful count isn't going anywhere." Obi-wan walked towards the caves as Anakin smashed the device. As the jedi's approached the caves, all of them sensed presence of multiple life forms, one of which was Dooku. The cave itself was pitch black, illuminated with thousands of crystals illuminating from within the walls, making them look like shining stars in the night sky. Obi-wan didn't get a chance to admire the strange beauty of the cave when rocks began to collapse on them from the ceiling above. Obi-wan tried to reach for Amara's hand, but she was already running on the opposite direction, and all he could remember was blacking out.
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Amara's POV

Amara slowly fluttered her eyes open, coughing the dust off her lungs. She slowly started to rise and take in her surroundings, but all she could see was darkness. _Obi-wan, can you hear me_? She tried to telepathically communicate with him, but got no response. She jumped up and began to look for Obi-wan and Anakin when she noticed Dooku, picking up a lightsaber from the ground.

"Dooku… you're one hell of a coward you know that?" She tried to limp her way towards him.

"Tell your friend Skywalker, he won't be needing this anymore." Dooku ran towards the cave opening and collapsed the rocks above, sealing them inside the hostile cave.

"Obi-wan! Anakin! Where the hell are you guys?" Amara shouted, trying to reach for a response. _Obi-wan, where are you_… Amara tried to telepathically communicate again. _I'm okay love_. She finally got a response from his. She made her way towards the two jedi bickering.

"Where is your lightsaber Anakin?" Obi-wan demanded, without noticing Amara behind him.

"It got knocked out from my hand, probably by a rock." Anakin replied. Amara smirked and tasted blood in her mouth. She spat the blood out and wiped her mouth clean, noticing a deep cut on her bottom lip.

"And it landed in Dooku's hand. He took your lightsaber and sealed us in." Amara came up next to Obi-wan and dusted off the access dirt. Obi-wan reached out his hand to check her injury, while lightly grazing her bottom lip.

"You okay Amara?" He asked, filled with concern. Amara blushed when she noticed Anakin was looking at them.

"I'm fine Master, plus we have bigger problems in our hands now." Amara turned away, angry at Obi-wan's lack of focus. _You have got to be more careful Obi-wan, keep the sweet talk up and the entire 201st battalion will know you're fooling around with your former padawan's best friend_. Amara scorned, balling her fist in anger. _Sorry… I was concerned for your well being_. Obi-wan replied, filled with guilt.

"Can one of you ignited some light please? We need to get out of here." Obi-wan ignited his lightsaber but it short circuited.

"Blasted thing, it was working only a minute ago." Obi-wan started shaking the his lightsaber.

"What, did it get hit by a rock?" Anakin asked sarcastically and threw a pebble at him. All three of their eyes shot up when they noticed Gundarks lurking towards them.

"Oh, this should be interesting." Obi-wan said as they backed away slowly. The Gundark shot forward and attacked Anakin. Soon, one more Gundarks came from the cave as Amara ignited her lightsabers. Amara ran towards the Gundark and shouted back at Obi-wan.

"I got this one Master, why don't you take your sweet time fixing your lightsaber." Amara attacked around the Gundark, trying to cut it down.

"This isn't as much fun as it looks." Anakin said as the Gundark was chased him.

"Oh no, you're doing fine, she seems to like you." Obi-wan said, still fiddling with his lightsaber. Amara force jumped above the Gungark and struck its neck down. The Gundarks lifeless body fell, as Amara gasp for air. _See, I told you it's easy_. Obi-wan said in her head. Amara smiled and went forward to help Anakin. She stopped on her tracks when she noticed Obi-wan finally got his lightsaber fixed, and went to attack the Gundark. _Well then, I will let you take this one honey_… Amara crossed her arms and watched the two jedi struggle with the Gungark. Obi-wan's lightsaber lost fuse again and Amara lifted up a rock and force threw it to the Gundark.

"You guys certainly took your time. And when mean "you guys" I mean Obi-wan." Anakin stepped beside his master as all three of them began to throw rocks at the giant beast. Soon the Gundark fell and got trapped under a mountain of rubble.

"Well that's a pity, I was just starting to sense a connection." Anakin said.

"You we leave you two alone and wait 'til she wakes up, or would you rather find a way out of here?" Amara said as she walked away from the Mother Gundark. The three of them stopped at the blocked entry and began to lift rocks up using the Force. They kept on lifting rocks as they heard another Gundark cry from afar.

"Sounds like another Gundark." Obi-wan said, while still lifting up rocks.

"It's too far away for us to be worried about it." Anakin replied.

"It won't be too far away forever, you know." Amara remarked while trying to clear the pathway. Anakin dropped a rock behind them in the thump, which released toxic gas into the atmosphere.

"This isn't good, maybe it will kill your Gundark." Anakin said, while coughing.

"Maybe it will kill us!" Obi-wan shouted while trying to lift more rocks up.

"This isn't gonna work, it's too slow." Amara said while coughing out the poisonous gas from her throat. Amara could feel herself blacking out as she crashed on her knees.

"Come on Mar! don't give up now…" Amara saw from the corner of her eye as Anakin crashed on the floor, gasping for air. Obi-wan came up next to her and squeezed her hands tightly. _Now would be a good time to forgive me my love_. Obi-wan said, while coughing. Amara looked up, tears stinging her eyes. _When was I ever mad at you_? Amara said while squeezing his hands tightly. An explosion blasted the rocks through, when rays of light ignited the cave's dark interior.

"What was that?" Anakin tried to stand up; Amara let go Obi-wan's hand and stood up. She saw Ashoka and Captain Rex standing in the opening, frowning at her master.

"We had the situation well under control Snips." Anakin replied, while still coughing when another Gundark approached them. Ashoka commanded the clone troopers to seal the entry and bury the Gundark inside.

"You let Dooku get away?" Ashoka demanded. Anakin tried to fight her back but was lost for words. They all boarded the ship and headed back for the fleet. Moments after landing, Amara found no signs of Obi-wan. _Where the hell did you go_? Amara asked him through their bond. _Why don't you follow my voice and come find me_? His smooth voice filled her head and she tired to sense his presence. She approached a utility room when a strong pair of hands jerked her inside.

"You certainly took your time." Obi-wan cupped his hands around her face and kissed her tightly on the lips. Amara's body filled with up with a comforting warmth as she got lost in his kiss. Even now Amara had a hard time realizing that she and Obi-wan were actually together; she still had a hard time believing that he actually loved her back. The forbidden feeling she has yearned for has finally come true, and Amara was never better focused as she is now. Ever since she and Obi-wan had sex eight months ago, Amara found herself more focused and disciplined that she had ever been before. She knew that Obi-wan would not appreciate her slacking off her primary duties, neither would she be able to forgive herself. Obi-wan slowly drew his lips away from her, while looking into her eyes deeply. All she could see were his intense, blue-green eyes glimmering in the dark utility closet. She smiled and rested her head against his armored chest.

"I missed you so much Obi-wan." Amara reached up to him and kissed his nose. "I missed this nose." She drew back and pecked him softly on the lips. "I missed this beautiful soft lips." She took her hands and caressed his face, while staring deeply into his eyes. Obi-wan drew his face to her neck and placed soft kisses along her shoulder. Amara gasped and held onto him tightly, softly kissing his neck. Amara couldn't help but wonder how the Jedi Order would deprive of them of a feeling so pure. There was no darkness when it came to her love for him. She put her nose close to his neck and took in his smell. This was a smell Amara wanted to wake up to every morning. They held onto each other for minutes until both their com-links started beeping. Obi-wan furrowed his eyes and answered the com-link.

"We have been summoned at the bridge, there's an emergency session coming from the Chancellor… it's something to do with Dooku." He said while stroking his beard. Amara let go of Obi-wan's waist and starting making her way out of the small closet when Obi-wan grabbed her by the waist again and kissed her deeply. Amara chuckled and drew away from him.

"We have to go Master Kenobi." She replied, while leading him out towards the door.

XXXX

Obi-wan's POV

Obi-wan got the transmission from Master Windu and Master Yoda that some space pirates captured Count Dooku. The three jedi's have been assigned to go to Florum and confirm if Dooku is indeed captured by laymen, uncivilized pirates.

"They want us to go unarmed?" Anakin asked.

"For all we know, they could have a trap set for us, I mean we don't know anything about these pirates!" Obi-wan exclaimed.

"Either way it doesn't matter, our top priority now is to capture Dooku, we have to do what must be done." Amara said. After all she did have a point. These pirates might have a trap set for them, but it won't be anything a Jedi couldn't handle; they just have to be extra cautious. The three jedi landed on the desert planet of Florum. When they arrived, the Weequay pirates lined up around them and checked them for weapons. Amara had an uncomfortable look on her face, and it was perfectly understandable. The pirates probably have never seen a more beautiful woman like Amara before. All of them were uncomfortable, especially since jedi are not used to not having their lightsabers. The three of them followed a pirate inside, where they met the pirate leader, called Hondo. The club was filled with pathetic lowlifes doing nothing but drinking. Amara kept frowning as pirates indulged themselves by Amara's striking sight. _I hate this_… Amara said telepathically, crossing her arms around her chest tightly. Before landing on the planet Florum, Amara put on a large cardigan to hide her body as much as she could.

"Ahh, jedi, welcome." Hondo said as he stood up from his chair. He pushed a glass of liquor to Amara, as he looked her top to bottom three times.

"It is certainly most interesting how you… pirates captured Dooku." Amara spat at him, crooking her eyebrows. The pirate gave her a boorish smile. The pirates strange pet came around his owner, holding Anakin's lightsaber. Anakin, as brash as he always is, took the lightsaber from the pet's hand when all the pirates pointed their guns at the Jedi.

"We don't want a disagreement with you, we simply came here to confirm Dooku's capture." Obi-wan said, in his usual calm manner. The pirate smiled and agreed to arrange a meeting with his prisoner. The three of them were led to the cell, where Dooku as bound by a force field.

"Oh look how the mighty Sith as fallen." Amara said, smirking at him.

"It was not long ago that you my dear were in a similar situation…" Dooku said, looking at her and Obi-wan. "It would it foolish of you to think that these pirates are going to let you escape this planet alive." Dooku concluded.

"I don't think so. We will take you back to Courasant where you will face trail, and end up in a cell very similar to this… if you are lucky, that is." Obi-wan commented.

"These pirates want a quick fix, nothing more. They aren't interested messing with the jedi Count." Anakin concluded when a smile crept across the Count's face.

"Oh you young naïve Jedi, thinking that these deal is legitimate." Dooku said. The three jedi ignored his remarks and left the cell, letting the Count drown in his shame. The three jedi made their way back to the ship to send a transmission to Courasant, confirming that these bandits were indeed holding Dooku. Obi-wan looked around and noticed the discourteous ways of the Weequay culture. Every corner lurked with drunk smugglers, doing nothing but quarreling and fighting with each other. Obi-wan sensed great discomfort from Amara even though she wasn't showing it. Obi-wan lightly grazed her arm and gave her an assuring smile.

"God, I could really use some rest." Anakin remarked.

"Remember Anakin, this may still be a trap, and we still have to be careful." Obi-wan replied. He didn't trust the pirates one bit, and he was starting to agree with Dooku of these pirates' intentions.

"What? You're afraid of Dooku? Anakin asked.

"It's not Dooku that I'm worried about, it's these pirates." Obi-wan finished his sentence when a Weequay approached them and invited the trio to a banquet, which apparently they shouldn't miss. Once entering the bar, they noticed more drunken pirates, dancing, or vomiting. The three sat on a table where a drunk male kept dancing on the table. Obi-wan covered his face with his palms when he heard Amara laughing.

"Find this amusing, do you Amara?" Obi-wan asked, curiously.

"What? I am staring to like these people… they are certainly entertaining." Amara chuckled while watching the pirate pass out on the table. Obi-wan crept his hand under the table and held on to Amara's tightly. Amara looked at him shyly with her mesmerizing mismatched eyes and curled her thin fingers around his own when Hondo came up behind and offered them to join him for a drink.

"Come on you must… it's a tradition." Hondo remarked.

"Alright, but nothing too strong, he's flying." Obi-wan said, pointing to Anakin, who smirked at him. The pirates brought over three glasses, when the Jedi sensed that the drinks have been drugged. The three of them switched their glasses with neighboring pirates using the Force and raised their glass.

"To our new allies, and to a successful transaction." Everyone gulped down their drinks as the pirates who got the rouge drinks passed out on the table. The three jedi sat down as they tried to enjoy their drinks in the hazardous environment.

XXXX

Amara's POV

"Ughh…" Amara woke up with a throbbing headache. She rubbed her face while trying to block out the intense sunlight that peered through the small window. Amara slowly got up and saw the other two jedi attempting to sit up as well.

"I think we may have been drugged." Amara remarked, grunting.

"Why would they risk loosing their ransom?" Anakin asked, clearly unhappy with his current state.

"Well then the deal has changed, seems like they want to triple their payday." Obi-wan concluded when the malicious Count spoke up.

"A crude observation, Master Kenobi." The Count said, bound to chains and sitting crossed leg from across them. Amara rolled her eyes, thinking how unfortunate she was to land such a fine cellmate.

"Oh great, it's you." Anakin commented sarcastically.

"I warned you that these pirates were devious, you may have noticed that our shackles are bound together… I tried to separate us, but seems I was unsuccessful." Dooku said.

"It's bad enough we have are stuck with you, but can you please spare us from your constant chatter." Anakin charged forward when Obi-wan stopped him.

"Seems like it's a rather daily occurrence for you two to end up in shackles together." Dooku commented, looking at Amara and Obi-wan. Amara's face flushed as she curled her fists together.

"It was unfortunately that one time, Dooku." Obi-wan said, clearly paranoid as to what Dooku would say next.

"And I am supposed to simply believe you." Dooku looked and Amara and gave her a mischievous smile. Amara's face began to burn and looked at Obi-wan nervously. Anakin was looking at the three, clearly confused as to what Dooku was talking about. But to her surprised, the Count pursued the matter no further. Amara gave a sign of relief and shook her head.

"I hope you three can device a brilliant plan to get us out of here." Dooku asked, skeptical.

"Yes!" all three of them shouted together while thinking of a way out of their current situation. The Count suddenly got up and went near the door, dragging the other three with him. Amara grunted loudly and rolled her eyes at the Count. Dooku started lifting a plate of fruits and brought it over towards the door.

"I think we should escape first and eat later." Anakin remarked.

"Please try to keep down your insolence Skywalker so I can concentrate." Dooku replied coldly and continued to bring the plate over. He dropped the plate, brought the knife over and jammed it through the cell opening. The door blasted open Dooku straightened himself.

"Most impressive Count." Obi-wan said sarcastically as the four of them walked out together. _I hate being stuck with him Obi-wan_. Amara whined, pouting her lips and furrowing her eyebrows. _Patience my love, I have a feeling we will get out of this soon enough_. Obi-wan replied to her. Amara flared her nostrils and glared at Obi-wan. _You're talking to me as I am your padawan_… _Master Kenobi_. Amara commented, her face red with anger. Obi-wan cleared his throat and shook his head. _I didn't mean it like that you know_. He reassured her.

"What's wrong Mar, I sense that you are angry." Anakin asked with his eyebrow arched.

"Sorry if the presence of his precious Count makes me antsy." Amara mocked. Anakin seemed to believe her and just kept walking straight. The three of them kept walking until they approached a door.

"You sure you know where you're going Dooku?" Obi-wan asked frustrated that their only chance of escape was relying on Dooku. Dooku kicked one of the pirates on the face and knocked him out unconscious.

"I remember this was the way to the hanger." Dooku said, as Anakin picked of the gate key from the pirate's pocket.

"Yes but are you sure it's safe?" Obi-wan asked

"Yes I'm sure." Dooku answered plainly. Anakin inserted the key and the door slipped open. The room was filled with pirates, playing saabac when the all stared up at their prisoners, startled. The pirates dragged them back to their cell and bound the four prisoners closer together.

"Please, I don't want to kill you, per say… its all just good business. I mean you all seem like decent fellow, even you Count. After the Republic comes with the ransom, I am sure we can all go back to being friends." Hondo said while looking at his prisoners. Then he came up to Amara and smiled at her. "And… I hope you and I can become… better acquainted Knight Tu'Khul." Amara rolled her eyes and looked at him coldly.

"After this ordeal is over, you will never see my face again, spiky scum." Amara said and turned her face away.

"How unfortunate, here I thought we had a connection." Hondo said while walking around the prisoners.

"You do realize Jedi don't indulge in romantic relationships, and even so, do you really think you have a shot with her?" Anakin asked Hondo, sarcastically. Behind her, the Count gave a loud snort and Amara kicked him in the leg hard to shut him up. Hondo shook his head and exited the cell, leaving the prisoners behind.

"Okay, we have to get out of here before the Republic arrives with the ransom." Obi-wan said.

"For once, I have to agree with you." Dooku said as they tried to come up with another plan. Amara went up to one of the guards and smiled at him sweetly. The guard approached her and gave her a gross smirk.

"Hello there, sweet cakes." The guard remarked, leaning against the wall dreamily. Amara made a face of disgust and waved her hand in front of his face.

"You want to let us out and leave your weapon, and go drinking." Amara said. The pirate stupidly repeated after her. He opened the door and walked off to the bar.

"Not bad Mar." Anakin smiled at her.

"Yes… most impressive young Tu'Khul." Dooku said. Amara and Obi-wan gave him a warning look as she noticed his emphasis on "young". Amara frowned and thought about how strangely the Count was right. She and Obi-wan had a difference of sixteen years, was that the reason why Obi-wan still kept on treating her as a child. Was he having a problem with their age difference? Amara shook her head and tried to focus on their escape. Amara has secretly been in love with Obi-wan Kenobi since she was fifteen. Obi-wan was already in his thirties then and never saw Amara much more another padawan. It was not until recently, after Amara became a young, attractive women that Obi-wan began to fall in love with her. _Are you alright Amara_? Obi-wan asked her telepathically. Amara ignored him and bit her down on her bottom lip. Then again, an exemplary Jedi Master like himself would never break the Code if what they had wasn't real. They moved slowly, occasionally hiding behind boxes while they dogged any approaching pirates.

"Please do hurry up Dooku." Obi-wan said irritated. He was clearly loosing his calm demeanor.

"Do be impatient master, after all, Dooku is an elderly gentleman and his legs don't move as fast as they used to." Anakin said, smiling. Amara snorted and looked at Dooku.

"Yes… he is after all an elderly gentleman." Obi-wan said.

"I would kill all three of you if I didn't have to drag your bodies around." Dooku answered, annoyed. The alarm sounded behind them when the four of them began to run. Dooku toppled over boxes to block passages behind them. Anakin kicked down a door and all four of them fell face down.

"Now all we have to do is get over the wall." Obi-wan said as all four of them force-jumped over the wall and Anakin grabbed onto the edge. Anakin struggled to hold on as he tried to hold onto four adult bodies.

"This isn't working." Anakin croaked out, trying to pull himself up. "Drop Dooku!" Anakin shouted. Anakin pulled himself up and found Hondo standing in front of him.

"Then I guess we won't be friends." Hondo said, looking down at Anakin. All four of them got dragged back to their cell for the third time that day.

"We are running out of time." Amara said, biting her bottom lip again.

"I think it's time to loose the dead weight." Anakin said, glaring at Dooku

"Anakin! We – " Obi-wan couldn't finish his sentence when pirates separated the three jedi and took them to another chamber. They bound them up with their arms above their heads and waited for Hondo to arrive. All three of them knew what was going to happen next. Pirates arrived with drinks in their hands, waiting to watch the show.

"I take it the Republic didn't arrive with the ransom." Obi-wan said coolly.

"Seems like your Republic doesn't want the Sith Lord." Hondo paused.

"They didn't arrive? That doesn't sound right." Amara said, confused at the situation.

"Oh no, they did arrive… with a huge army! Thinking they can take me over?" Hondo exclaimed.

"Well... I think you're lying." Anakin said. Amara shot him a look to shut him up. She had no interest of getting electrocuted but Anakin didn't stop.

"Are you calling me a lair?" Hondo asked.

"Isn't that what you do for living… I mean you are pirates I'm just saying." Anakin continued. Obi-wan tried to warn him but it was already too late. Hondo pressed the button and jolts of electricity penetrated their body. Amara screamed on the top of her lungs as she felt her flesh being torn apart. After a few minutes the torture stopped as all three of them dropped on the floor hard, trying to keep their eyes open.

"What happened to the power? I was having fun." Hondo complained as he pressed the button again, but nothing happened. The three of them got to their feet and summoned their lightsabers and got themselves free. The pirates backed away, seeing the Jedi armed with their weapons. Anakin held his lightsaber up to Hondo's throat as they backed away slowly.

"What chance do you guys have of surviving? If you left me go, I might let you live." Hondo told Anakin. The jedi ignored him and continued to walk back cautiously. Three freighters arrived and Hondo smiled.

"Looks like your Republic forces have been defeated." Hondo mocked when Representative Binks' head popped up.

"Jar Jar?" Anakin asked confused.

"Mesa bringd' de spice." The annoying Gungan replied.

"Good work Jar Jar… now, we can start the trade, assuming you still have the Count." Obi-wan said, but they soon saw a ship take off in the distance, knowing Dooku was maneuvering it.

"Well, I guess that answers that question." Anakin said, pushing Hondo forward.

"Commander, start the engine please." Obi-wan order the clone trooper and Hondo's face fell.

"So what Jedi? Are you going to arrest me?" he asked gloomily. Obi-wan turned off his lightsaber, and Amara followed, turning off her own lightsabers.

"Anakin, let him go." Amara said quietly. Anakin looked confused but complied. Hondo's forces drew their guns but Hondo's hand shot up, stopping them.

"After all this? You're going to let me go?" He asked, confused.

"We do not have any quarrel with you, and we don't seek revenge." Obi-wan said as he boarded the ship.

"That is truly honorable, Jedi." Hondo said, mesmerized at Jedi's noble actions.

"But captain, you must know Count Dooku doesn't share our sense of honor. He will bring an army and he knows where you live." Amara warned as she turned around to take a seat. She sat down heavily and groaned, rubbing her face with her hands.

"I haven't slept in a week and could really use some rest, so you probably wont see me until we arrive in Courasant." Amara told Anakin and Obi-wan.

"It will take three days for us to arrive." Anakin said confused.

"Well, exactly. See you when we land." Amara gave a slow wave and walked away. _What is the matter with you_? Obi-wan demanded. _I'll be in my room, come through the ventilation_. Amara replied as she continued walking. Amara was exhausted. It hadn't occurred to her that she hadn't slept in days. She stumbled and managed to strip off her clothes and put on a loose sleeping shirt and pajama shorts. Amara crashed on the bed when Obi-wan jumped into the room and looked down at her, slowly stroking her hair.

"Want to tell me what's bother you?" Obi-wan asked softly. Amara looked up at him drowsily and hesitated.

"Is it strange for you that we have such a big age gap? Does it sometimes make you uncomfortable?" Amara asked, curiously. Obi-wan's eyes widened and smiled at her, placing a kiss on her forehead.

"Nothing about you will ever make me uncomfortable my love… you are the best thing that has ever happened to me. Why would you think like that?" Obi-wan chuckled. Amara put on a faint smile, trying her best not to fall asleep.

"Because sometimes you talk to me as if I am still a padawan learner." Amara replied.

"Amara… I didn't mean to offend you I hope understand. I wouldn't willing do anything to hurt you." Obi-wan hugged her and kissed her softly on the cheeks. Amara smiled as she coiled up against his arm.

"Please don't leave me." She said, drawing him to her bed. He tightly held onto her as Amara slowly drifted to a dreamless sleep, thinking about how he was the only one who would ever want to wake up to.

XXXX

**As you can tell, Amara is pretty bi-polar even though she does a good job of hiding it. As I said in the summary before and as other characters will keep pointing to her, she has a great deal of darkness in her. She's is not impulsive as Anakin is but it's in there. **

**P.S: I don't like the relationship between Anakin and Padme, cuz it's the worst thing ever. Honestly I don't like Padme because I think she is the one who pushes Anakin to the darkside (my personal opinion don't burn me at stake). I am going to make Padme have a crush on Anakin, but he doesn't reciprocate the feeling (he's still a creep tho). **


	7. Chapter 7

**Hello! Okay so this chapter is not a part of the Clone Wars series, it's Amara's back story and explains why she is so bi-polar, and why sometimes she is pretty dark. I must warn you, this chapter has an explicit rape scene. And this entire chapter is Amara's point of view. **

XXXX

Amara's POV

Flashback

_"Master Touchi, it is an honor to be attending a mission with you, sir." Amara said, walking up to the renowned Jedi Knight. Master Touchi was a tall man in his early forties, while dark blond hair and emerald green eyes. He always put on a kind smile on his face, but something about him didn't seem right with Amara. Whenever Master Touchi was around, Amara felt a cold shiver run down her spine. _

_"Padawan Tu'Khul, Master Windu speaks very highly of you, it is a privilege to have you accompany me on this mission, I am sure you will learn adequate skills about politics, which Master Windu says you are not very fond of." Master Touchi replied. Amara wrinkled her nose and looked at her Master. This was her first mission without her Master, and no matter how honorable this was, she would have hoped for another Jedi Knight to be her mentor. _

_"Take good care of my padawan Touchi, she is hot-headed, make sure she keeps her temper leveled." Master Windu patted her on the shoulder as Amara walked towards the ship. The seventeen-year-old padawan stopped in her tracks and looked back at her Master, she sensed great danger ahead of her even though this was supposed to be a simple diplomatic mission. Her master frowned at her and told her to board the ship, giving a reassuring smile. Master Windu always blocked his feelings, but his padawan knew that he too was sensing her danger. Amara boarded the ship and took the co-pilot seat. _

_"I have a bad feeling about this…" she whispered to herself and took the shuttle off to Ryloth. After arriving at Ryloth, Amara found herself in the middle of constant "negotiations" between Ryloth's rebel leader and the Senate representative. Amara tried to listen to both sides of the argument intently, but seemed as if they had no arguments; both parties were shouting nonsense at each other. Amara crooked her eyebrows and put her head down, letting Master Touchi handle the chaotic situation. _

_"What do you think, padawan?" Touchi turned around and asked her. Amara looked up and gave her honest opinion, which she immediately knew she shouldn't have._

_"I think the Senator is neglecting certain necessities that people of Ryloth need. Then again, it is not the Senators fault because some of these demands are not supposed to be the mandate of the Republic." Amara said without realizing that everyone was listening to her. After a minute of silence, everyone in the room began to scream and Amara buried her face in her hands. Diplomacy was never Amara's stronghold, but never has she messed up a situation this bad before. Amara's face turned red and her ears began burning. All she wanted to do now is hide in a dark hole and never come out. The arguments took place for another hour or so until both parties came to a compromise. Master Touchi looked at her… the look wasn't disappointment, neither was it anger, it was a look she had never seen from another Master before, the look was sinister. Goosebumps spread across Amara's body and she turned her gaze away from the Master, ashamed. _

_"Padawan, we must go back to our room." He said without a warning. Amara shrugged her shoulders and followed him to their chambers. After coming in, Master Touchi slammed the door behind them with full force, making Amara jump. Never would her master ever react like this under any circumstances. She had gotten in trouble many times before for speaking without a filter, but she was shocked that another Jedi Knight would treat her like this, he had no right. Touchi came up to her, uncomfortably close, and looked down at her. _

_"Padawan! That was the most foolish act I have ever witnessed! Windu said that you were "straight-forward" but what I witnessed today absolutely vacuous!" he growled at her. She arched her eyebrows, shocked at his treatment, but put her head down immediately, not wanting to disrespect him. _

_"I am so sorry master… I didn't consider my actions." Amara paused. What she said was eventually right, and after a few minutes of screaming, the Twi'lek leader began his compromised. Amara didn't state her purpose in the best form, but what she said did lead to an understanding. She decided not to be arrogant and kept her mouth shut. She balled her fist, trying to control her temper and began to turn away when his hands roughly jerked her, towards his face._

_"You have no sense of obedience, young padawan." He whispered, inches away from her face. He tightened the grip on her shoulder, giving her the feeling he was trying to break them. Amara began to feel cold, as if the temperature just dropped twenty degrees. She shivered, unable to express the sensation. To her surprise, Touchi put up his hands and began to roughly stroke her face. Amara's eyes widened and she jerked away from him, terrified by his actions. She stood against the table, gripping onto to it, and her approached her again, slowly. He grabbed onto her face tightly and brought it close to his. _

_"You have to learn how to obey your superiors, Amara…" he hissed at her. What he did next repulsed the very core of her. He stuck out his tongue and licked her lips. Amara frantically tired to jerk away again but her held her tighter. "Has anyone ever told you, how beautiful you are?" He stroked her face, and put one hand inside her loose tunic, reaching up to her breasts. _

_"What the hell are you doing? get the fuck away from me!" Amara screamed as both of his hands began to fondle her breasts and pinch her nipple hard. She managed to elbow him in the face and run away. He jerked her around and pinned her against the wall. Tears started streaming from her eyes as he drew his face closer to hers._

_"You will obey me. And I will show you the consequences if you don't." He warned her. Amara reluctantly nodded and he let go of her. Amara crashed to the floor and began weeping, trying to shake off what happened to her; behind her blurred vision, Amara saw Touchi take something out from his utility belt, and jabbed it on her arm before she could react. Amara's body began to numb, but her sensed with still alert. She looked up at him, confused as to why he drugged her. He crouched down in front of her, smiling. _

_"Nonetheless… I still have to show you how to behave." He pinned her down on the floor and ripped off her tunic. Amara began to scream when he put his hand on her mouth, trying to muffle her screams. Amara shut her eyes tight as tears kept rolling down her eyes. Never has she heard of such a heinous act inflicted on a Jedi, let alone by another Jedi. She felt excruciating pain when she felt him biting onto her bare nipples as hard at he could. Amara began to shimmy away but her weakened, drugged body was no match for him. He held her down even tighter, holding down her limp body between his thighs. Amara felt a bulge on her stomach and she panicked, screaming as loud as she could. He ripped off her pants and forcefully stuck his fingers inside of her. Her body began to shiver, as she had never experienced pain like this before. _

_"It hurts, please stop, I will do anything…" Amara whimpered. His hands shot up and slapped her across the face as hard as he could, making her mouth bleed. He punched her in the eye again, and again, as she slowly began to black out. Amara let go of herself, realizing that there was no stopping what was about to happen next. Amara closed her eyes weakly, trying to reach out to her master, begging for help. He went inside of her and began to thrust. Amara managed to give out one last cry, before she descended into darkness._

_The next to says were a blur. All she would remember was pain, unbearable pain. She was stripped of all her clothes and shackled up in chains. She didn't know where she was, she didn't know what he was drugging her with, she didn't know if anyone received her cry for help, but all she remembers is pain. For the next two days, wherever he was holding her, he continued to rape her, beat her, and whip her with a vibro-whip. She did nothing to fight back, she couldn't do anything even if she wanted to. Whenever Amara woke up, she found herself in her own pool of blood, and would pass out again. She was loosing all her will to live. She briefly remembers Master Windu and other Jedi rushing into the room, covering her with a robe, and carrying her to a ship. When she woke up, she saw Master Windu, looking at her with sorrowful eyes. _

_"Kill me Master… please." Amara managed to croak out as she passed out again. From that moment, everything about Amara changed. _

Amara's eyes fluttered open, eyes still moist from tears. For the past five years, she has done an exceptional job of suppressing the horrid memories since Jedi don't dwell on the past, but these memories always managed to haunt her. For the past ten months, she hadn't thought about it, neither has she had a single nightmare. After five years of misery, she was finally at peace. The soft sunlight started to break in the horizon as the sun slowly rose. Amara could feel the scars on her back burn. She turned around and saw Obi-wan sleep peacefully. Amara couldn't concentrate on her meditation anymore so she sat and watched the sun rise. She heard Obi-wan waking up behind her but she didn't turn around; she didn't want him to see her cry. She wiped her eyes dry and took a deep breath.

"How long have you been up?" Obi-wan yawned and kissed her cheek. Amara smiled at him but couldn't shake off the memory that came rushing back.

"You sense a disturbance in the Force, don't you?" Obi-wan asked, putting an arm around her. Amara leaned in against his shoulder and thought how Obi-wan much changed her life. She thought, besides her Master, she would never be able to trust another man ever again; she thought she wouldn't let another man touch her again. She smiled and kissed his shoulder.

"You sense it too huh?" Amara asked. He nodded and watched the sunrise with her. His com-link beeped and he frowned.

"Council meeting. I will see you soon." She leaned over and kissed him on the lips.

"Ow." She crouched and staggered in pain, felt as if someone just whipped her. Obi-wan ran towards her and picked her up.

"What was that?" Obi-wan said frowning, sensing her pain.

"I don't know, just left like someone whipped…" Amara said, shaking her head.

"Let me take you to the med center." Obi-wan offered and Amara shook her head violently.

"Um, no. You're not take me anywhere, you have a council meeting to attend… and what would people think if you're accompanying to the med center this early in the morning?" Amara got up and began to get dressed. Obi-wan exited her apartment while Amara went to her closet. Unlike most Jedi, Amara have a unique disposition when it came to clothes. She never wore regular Jedi robes because they were the most unflattering clothing one could wear. She pulled out a long, flowly chiffon dress with light floral print and a slit on both sides. She entered the 'fresher to put on her makeup. She looked up in the mirror and noticed a light bruise on her lip, she touched the bruised and it burned. _Okay, I need to go the med center, what the hell is this?_ Amara made her way to the med center when two girls, one Twi'lek and one human walked out of Anakin's apartment. She shook her head and made her way to his apartment first.

"You're a bantha." Amara came up behind him. Anakin's hair was all ruffled up and his eyes were blood red. Anakin's apartment always resembled a bantha sty too. He stumbled on the floor, looking for his tunic, but just gave up and crashed on his couch instead.

"Hey sunshine, you look like shit." He looked up at Amara's bruised lip. She touched it again and felt a sting. She sat next to him and handed him his tunic. He looked at her worried, and examined her bruise closely. "What did you get into a bar fight or something, that wasn't there yesterday." Anakin commented.

"It wasn't there this morning, I was meditating when this just came out of nowhere." Amara said, crashing next to him. He got up and looked her in the face, confused.

"What the hell is that supposed to mean? did you talk to Master Yoda about it?" Anakin asked, panicked. Amara continued staring at his ceiling and looked at him.

"He's in a council meeting right now. Besides, I was just on my way to the med center when I ran into the two fine ladies coming out of your apartment. Really, two chicks… it's becoming a bit much isn't it?" Amara smirked at him and Anakin grunted.

"Oh no that was great, but I do feel awful now, after taking you to the Med center, let's go get some breakfast, I'm starving." Amara nodded and waited for Anakin while he ran to the 'fresher. Amara hugged herself tightly as a shiver ran down her spine. She sensed an unreasonable amount of fear. She jumped up when her com-link started beeping.

"Tu'Khul speaking." Amara responded.

"You have been summoned about you next assignment, and contact Skywalker and his padawan as well. This is of upmost importance." The transmission ended and Amara turned around and shouted.

"Anakin! We have been summoned by the Council, contact Ashoka ASAP." Anakin came out of the 'fresher looking presentable. He took out his com-link and contacted his padawan. Amara hadn't seen Ashoka in a while, but she certainly noticed that the Tortuga padawan had grown up. Her mortals had grown longer and the horns had grown higher; she was also significantly taller than the last time, the padawan was becoming a beautiful young woman.

"Ashoka, I must say you are certainly becoming really pretty." Ashoka blushed at her comment and Anakin snorted, she looked at him annoyed and rolled her eyes.

"Don't give her encouragement." Anakin said as all three of them made their way to the Council Chambers. Amara shoved playfully and frowned at him.

"Stop being a douche Anakin. That's sexist." Amara said and Ashoka chuckled.

"Being a douche comes naturally to him." Ashoka said as Anakin gave her a stern look. The three entered the Council chambers when twelve wise eyes looked upon them.

"A new mysterious Separatist General has taken control of Hoth. Clone Intel says that he, whoever he is, is conducting mass genocide. Knight Skywalker and Tu'Khul, along with Master Kenobi are to be immediately dispatched to Hoth. I suggest you get you battalion ready."

"Genocide? Does anyone know why Separatists are doing this now? I mean they have taken over Hoth before but it was simply a military invasion, nothing more." Anakin commented.

"Hmm. Disturbing this is. Activity of the Sith, genocides are. Find out who this new General is, we must. Clouded, the dark side makes everything." Master Yoda commented. The three Jedi's bowed and exited the Council chamber. Amara ran back to her apartment to get dressed for battle. _I have a very bad feeling about this_… Amara changed into a simple white shirt, black leggings, boots and a leather jacket. Just as she was about to exit her apartment, Obi-wan came in, with a worried look on his face.

"When did you manage to get that bruise?" Obi-wan asked. Both of them exited the apartment and made their way to the hanger.

"I don't know, I was washing up, and the next thing I know it's there…" Amara looked and him and Obi-wan frowned. He stroked his beard and stopped, putting his arms on her shoulder lightly.

"We must talk about this later, it's very rare for random bruises and injuries to just appear out of nowhere." Obi-wan said. Amara looked up at him curiously because she had no idea why it was happening. "It's the will of the Dark Side. Sith can inflict old wounds on their opponent just through the Force… the only Sith you came across was Dooku and Ventress and they didn't really torture us." Obi-wan said, expecting an answer from her. Amara had never came across another Sith before, but she had been brutally tortured in the past. She blocked out her thoughts and decided not to pursue the matter further. No one knew what Touchi did to her besides Master Yoda and Master Windu. The three of them worked very hard to bury the matter and put it behind them. After Amara got rescued, Touchi was never found, so people assumed he was dead. The boarded their fleets and headed for Hoth. Amara made her way to the cantine when she spotted the other jedi sitting at the bar; Amara desperately needed a drink. She took a glass and poured herself a glass full of Cornellian whiskey.

"Wow, wow… we are going at war here, might not be the best time to get drunk." Anakin warned her. Amara ignored him and took a big gulp of the and closed her eyes, letting the strong drink burn down her throat. She couldn't concentrate on anything, she rubbed her templates and closed her eyes shut. She groaned as pain crept in the left eye, felt as if someone punched her hard on the face. All the Jedi and Clones looked at her shocked when they all saw a purplish bruise appeared on her left eye. Amara looked up at Obi-wan, confused.

"The situation appears to be graver than I originally anticipated." Obi-wan commented and came next to her, examining her fresh bruise. All three Jedi looked at her curiously when one of the clones reported that there was an incoming transmission from the Separatists.

"Cody, patch through to Courasant immediately." Obi-wan said as all three of them made their way to the central bridge. Admiral Yularen set up the communication Amara's face flushed. Who she saw in front of him was the last person she ever wanted to see. Her entire body stiffened, her head became hazy as she felt like she was about to loose balance. Obi-wan held onto her as she stared wide eyes at the transmission.

"What the hell is this? Touchi you are not only a traitor to the Jedi, but also a traitor to the Republic!" Mace Windu shouted. No one has ever seen Windu this mad. Amara sensed great deal of confusion from everyone.

"Ah… Mace. Can you please shut up while I explain the situation." Amara's breathing became heavier and he looked directly at her. All she wanted to do now was scream at the top of her lungs. She wanted to choke him, cut him up into tiny pieces… she wanted to torture him the way he tortured her. She wanted revenge more than anything. "As I was saying. As you can see here, I have a few hundred innocent civilians here… and I will let them all go and leave Hoth, but under one simple condition. We trade all these innocent lives, for one of your fine Jedi Knights, shall we say Amara Tu'Khul?" Tears started streaming down Amara's eyes and she kept silent. She hadn't felt this helpless in five years.

"You're saying you will just lift the occupation of Hoth, in exchange for Knight Tu'Khul?" Anakin asked doubtfully.

"Yes. You see Skywalker it's very simple, THAT GIRL IS MINE! And she always will be! You have one day Amara to come to Hoth alone, otherwise I start killing people here, starting with the children. And you of all people know what I am capable of." Touchi hissed and Amara crumbled in Obi-wan's arms, sobbing restlessly.

"You… you put a hand on her again, I swear this is not going to end well for you." Windu warned him. Master Yoda's gaze dropped in disappoint and remembering the pain Amara has been through.

"What? You're threatening me? That isn't the Jedi way now is it? I would know because I actually were one of you pathetic fools. As you can already see significant bruises on her… in time her pain is only going to increase. All her wounds will be back! And I will make her relive every bit, every cherished moment we shared those two days. Are you Jedi really willing to risk hundreds of lives for one? Do the honorable thing and fulfill your destiny by my side. Because if you don't now… I will never stop hunting you." That's when Amara lost it. She screamed on the top of her lungs and used the force to crush the communicate system. She pushed Obi-wan with all her strength and ran back to her quarters as fast as she could. This couldn't be happening to her again. This won't be happening to her again. Because when she seems him, she will end him for good.

XXXX

**I know this chapter was pretty rough, but I promise this is the last chapter that will be this dark. Amara is pretty close to giving herself into the darkside, but how will it all end for her? can Obi-wan help bring her back or no? You'll just have to wait. **


	8. Chapter 8

Obi-wan's POV

No one has any idea what just happened. This was too much information to process in a minute. The whole chamber fleet was pin drop silent after Amara stormed out. Emotions mixed over Obi-wan: confusion, stress, depression and anger. He heard about Jedi Master Vandal Touchi's defiance, but he never knew the details; now he knows why Master Yoda and Master Windu never released the details as to why he was expelled. His blood began to boil and he balled his fists tightly. He didn't know what to do. Amara's anger was coming in surging waves, surrounding. How could something like this happen to her? The Amara he knew was such a strong person… the Amara he had loved so dearly. He couldn't even feel her presence anymore. He didn't know who she was. He rubbed his face violently, getting uncomfortable with the heavy silence. He looked at Anakin and Ashoka, but shaken up with the situation. Nothing mattered to Obi-wan right now; he needed to save Amara. Obi-wan broke the silence when he spoke up.

"Call Master Windu and tell him to come over here immediately." Obi-wan said, with his voice cracking. Anakin rubbed his eyes and looked at his sadly.

"He's already on his way." Ashoka announced, almost whispering. Obi-wan was about to walk out to the bridge when Anakin stopped him.

"Obi-wan we have to do something, I am really worried about her." Anakin said.

"Me too… Anakin, she is coming really close to the Dark Side. She wants nothing more than revenge right now-" Obi-wan couldn't finish when Anakin began shouting.

"What do you expect? That the man who ruined her life comes back and threatens to do the same thing again and she is just supposed to deal with it? Jedi or not she's a human being and no one can possibly understand what she is going through. I know what she's going through!" Anakin said, his voice cracking up. Obi-wan raised his eyebrows, demanding for an explanation. "I was a slave Obi-wan… My mother… she was a slave too…" Anakin stopped and Obi-wan dropped his gaze. Of course he had no idea how she felt, how could he possibly know how much pain she endured. She was only a child.

"We need to go see if she is okay. And Anakin be wary, she is not herself right now. Don't say anything that might tip her over the edge… actually, don't say anything." Anakin nodded. Ashoka came up, little shaken herself. Amara wasn't much older than Ashoka when this happened to her. She stood quietly and waited for her masters order. Amara had been gone for almost an hour; it felt as if time froze after Amara broke the communication system. Everyone who knew her held the upmost respect for her, and now everyone knew her darkest secret… a secret that she even kept from Obi-wan. He understood why she didn't tell him; it wasn't a memory worth bringing back. He sensed that she calmed down a lot more than before; she was meditating in her quarters. Obi-wan blew a breath of relief and opened her chamber doors. When he saw her, his heart contracted with pain. Nail scratches, bite marks, bloody whip scars and bruises covered her body. Her left eye was swollen shut, her lips bruised blue – her dark, vibrant skin lost all color, leaving behind a drained, ashen Amara. He wanted to hold her tightly and never let her go. The more he looked at her, the more his chest started beating. Not only was she raped, but she was tortured, repeatedly. Amara stood in the edge of her table, looking at them with embarrassment. She bit her bottom lip lightly as a tear drop escaped her right eye.

"I… I don't want anyone to see me like this." Amara confessed, trying to hide from them in the darkness. Obi-wan's eyes began to burn as helplessness washed over him. He had no idea what he could to that could remotely bring solace to her.

"Amara… we are waiting for Master Windu to get here…" Anakin replied heavily.

"That wasn't necessary, I was going to summon you guys here anyways… I have a plan." Amara said confidently, bringing back the life in her voice. Obi-wan couldn't stop admiring how brave she was.

"You are not going to him alone." Obi-wan said, looking at her deeply.'

"I wasn't going to… like I said, I have a plan. And remember, this isn't about me. He has hundreds of people held captive. Our priority is to save them." Amara exited her chamber and strode of to the bridge. The three jedi followed her reluctantly, confused as to how calm she was now. An hour ago, all he could feel from her was rage, anguish and bitterness, now he sensed no emotion. He didn't know what scared him more. Amara kept walking ahead of them, trying not to limp. The clones looked at her, shocked as to what happened to their General. Amara stopped in front of Admiral Yularen and she turned around, her golden eye dulled. Mace Windu marched into the room, giving a small nod to Obi-wan. He stopped in front of Amara and pulled her close to an embrace, Amara lay her head emotionlessly on her former master's chest. Her odd behavior was really beginning to scare him now. She pulled away and looked at him with her one eye.

"We have to break up into two teams. It is a simple plan really. I will go in, along with another Jedi who will stay a few steps behind me, and stay hidden no matter what. I will place myself as bait, and lure that son of a bitch away. I will have a small clone army with me to and we will try to take him to custody, meanwhile the others can start the attempt for rescue of Hoth civilians." Amara said, her arms casually crossed across her chest, as if nothing happened.

"Okay, Skywalker and Kenobi will lead the 501st and 212th into Hoth mainland where they are holding hostages. I will follow Amara and the other clones." Windu concluded.

"No!" Amara snapped, causing Windu's eyes to widen. "I mean… he knows you're going to be following me. I suggest Master Kenobi comes, he is good at blocking force presence." Amara added slowly. "And I need someone to make sure I don't cut his genitals off and shove it down his throat." Amara concluded as she walked off, Obi-wan began to follow her but stopped. Windu's confusion clearly showed on his face, as to why she chose Obi-wan and not Anakin, or himself.

"She needs medical attention Mace." Obi-wan said. It was still a wonder as to how she was walking around. From the looks of it, she was in no condition to walk around, let alone go to battle.

"She does… but it would be unwise to stop her from doing this… I know Amara, she won't let this go." Windu concluded slowly. "That's why I need you to be extra careful Obi-wan. She will try her best to make sure he is dead, don't let that happen. She doesn't deserve to throw away her honor like this... and also, the last time it was very difficult for me to bring her back, she tried to commit suicide multiple times." Obi-wan nodded and stroked his beard; he had a very difficult job ahead of him.

XXXX

Amara's POV

_There is no emotion, there is peace… there is no emotion, there is peace_… Now matter how many times Amara recited the Code, the more her blood began to boil. She needed to control herself, but she had no idea how to do so. She needed Obi-wan's help more than anything right now, and she was filled with guilt that she never told him about this. He deserves to know. Amara paced back and forth, trying to figure out how she will stop herself from killing him. Amara remembers how hard it was for her to come back to herself… she cannot throw that away now. She is a Jedi, and even though she had broken a few too many rules recently, she still had her morals about revenge. She couldn't let him win. Obi-wan came into her quarter and she stopped pacing. He looked at her with pity, and Amara's heart crushed. She didn't need pity, she needed people to treat her like a normal Jedi.

"Please don't look at me like that… I'm fine now." Amara snapped. Obi-wan dropped his eyes from her gaze and came closer to her, reaching his hand out. She leaned in closer to him and closed her eyes slowly. With just one touch of his hands against her skin, all her anger and hatred seemed to wash away. She smiled and drew away from him. "I should have told you about this, I guess it was more of a shock for you than it was for anyone else." Amara continued. Obi-wan arched his eyebrows, surprised and drew her close again.

"You don't owe me any explanation… I don't expect you to recall these memories under any circumstances… I am so sorry." Obi-wan said, curling his fingers around her soft hair. Amara took in a deep breath and held him tighter. She never wanted to let him go, especially now.

"You need to know now… just in case – " Amara continued, looking at his eyes. She drew out, holding his hand. "I had a really hard time, recuperating and drawing back to my purpose. I forgot I was a Jedi, I felt like I was nothing more than a vulnerable girl… whose dignity got snatched away from her." Amara bit her bottom lip. She ignored the fact that her entire body was aching, but she had no time to act vulnerable now. "I am truly ashamed by how I acted before, with my outburst, in front of everyone. I am a Jedi Knight now I should know better." Obi-wan put up his index finger lightly against her swollen lips, stopping her.

"You had every right to have an emotional outburst, Jedi or not. What's more important now is that you realized your mistake and you are working on fixing it, that's all that matters now… but first you need to go into a bacta tank." Obi-wan said and Amara shook her head violently.

"It doesn't hurt as bad as it looks – " before she could finish her sentence, he took her hand and led her out of her quarter, towards the Med Center. Amara followed him quietly, trying to ignore all the glares. _They must all be thinking how weak their General is, how she couldn't even defend herself_. Amara wanted to hide and never show herself to anyone ever again, but she was a General and she was responsible for her men, and it was her duty to make sure she get's justice… justice, not revenge. Now matter how much satisfaction it would bring her to see him facing trails for his actions, but deep down she wanted nothing more than to slit his throat and watch the blood gush out. She stood in front of the bacta tank while it was being prepared… she really didn't want to go in. She went into the 'fresher and took off all her clothes. She put in a black bandeau and black spandex shorts. She stood in the mirror, horrified by her image. Bite marks, scratches… bruises, scars… she couldn't even see her real skin. She quickly turned around, not wanting to see further and stepped out of the 'fresher. Four Jedi, clone captain's Rex and Nexer and Commander Cody stood there, waiting for her to go in. As soon as she entered the room, all eyes followed her, look of horror and disgust. Amara avoided meeting everyone's gaze and put the oxygen mask on. The medical droid bound her hands and lifted her up. She retorted in pain as she slowly descended inside the bacta tank, and slowly phased out into her nightmares.

_Amara looked up at the ceiling, her eyes were drying up, how long has she not blinked. Amara couldn't sleep anymore, whenever she did, he came into her nightmares. She looked around the Med Center, there was no one around, not a soul. She didn't know what to do, she couldn't even cry anymore, she didn't have any tears left in her. It's been three weeks, and Amara hasn't gotten up for the bed yet. She didn't want to see anyone, she didn't want to hear anyone, she just wanted to fade away and make sure she didn't exist. She jolted up when she heard footsteps in the distance. Panic started to rise in her, she pulled up her blankets and crawled inside. She closed her eyes shut and took in deep breaths. She slowly came out of the blankets and saw no one around. She wiped out the sweat from her forehead and sunk back in the pillow, slowly drifting her eyes close. She woke up in panic when she felt someone close her mouth shut and blow hot air into her face… "I will never stop 'til you are mine". Amara screamed on the top of her lungs and sat up straight, clutching onto her pillow and sobbing. A padawan healer ran into the room._

_"Is everything alright Padawan Tu'Khul?" The healer asked kindly. Amara shook her head and continued sobbing. The padawan placed her hand gently on Amara's forehead and began to leave._

_"Wait! I… I can't stay alone." Amara whimpered. The healer nodded in understanding and took a seat next to her bed._

_"Please rest Amara… I will be right here if you need anything." The healer said, while placing her hand on Amara's gently. Amara slowly sank back on her bed, still sore from the wounds on her back. She wiped her eyes and tried to control her breathing. She couldn't continue to live like this anymore. She wished there was a way she would just forget everything. She sometimes wished she was dead. She checked to make sure if the healer was asleep. She slowly climbed out of her bed and ran out of the Med Center. She ran, she didn't know where she was running. She ran into the Room of Thousand Fountain and stopped in front of the pool. She climbed up on top for the hundred foot fountain and stood there. What would it be like if she jumped. She came closer to the edge and looked down. The fall was about a hundred feet, but it was nothing a jedi couldn't survive. But she would make no effort to save herself, she would just let herself sink… Amara shivered at the thought of what she was about to do. She crumbled down on the floor and hugged herself. Jedi don't commit suicide. She hid her face when she heard his voice whisper near her ear… do it… you are nothing… Amara curled herself into a ball and lay flat on the floor. She could never escape him, she couldn't take revenge, and she doesn't want to live anymore. She stood up again, shakily, and looked down at the bottom of the pool. She closed her eyes, tears slowly rolling down her eyes, stuck her right foot out of the edge, put her arms out and leaned in to jump. She felt something holding her back through the Force and she stood still and was unable to move her body. The Force slowly drew her away from the edge and placed her down. Amara looked up with tears in her eyes and saw Master Yoda standing, slowly walking towards her with his wooden cane._

_"To take your own life, the Jedi way it is not, young padawan." Yoda said to her, poking her with his cane. Amara curled up and tightly hugged herself, unable to meet the Grand Master's gaze._

_"He will always haunt me, won't he?" Amara asked slowly. The small Master came to her and placed his hand on her shoulder._

_"Fade memories do… in time. Let this go, you must. Jedi don't dwell on the past… and Jedi you still are, padawan." _

_"I want these memories to go away…" Amara said quietly. Master Yoda closed his eyes and gave out a disappointing hum._

_"Much darkness I sense in you now, overcome this you must… meditate together we shall." Yoda sat down in front of her and crossed his legs. Amara sat upright and crossed her legs too. "Saw a vision I did… one will help you overcome your darkness, a man who will love you – yet forbidden attachments are… Tu'Khul." _

_"I don't have an attachment with anyone Master Yoda." Amara said, confused. After what happened to her, she doesn't have a chance of forming an attachment with anyone. _

_"Speak of the future I do… disturbing this vision is… yet necessary it is for your well being." Yoda continued. Amara looked at him with a confused expression on her face._

_"Who is this man, might I ask?" Amara asked sarcastically._

_"That, I don't know… call this the last resort we shall, hmm? Focus on meditation now padawan, ready for the trails, you must become. Never give up on you, Master Windu will…" Amara looked down at the Master and realized how she was failing everyone by mourning. She couldn't be a disappoint; she needed to change. Amara took in a deep breath and thought of all the things she needed to fix – why wear loose clothes and try to hide myself? That clearly didn't stop him. Why should I trust people so much? Give them benefit of the doubt? I must let go of my pesky emotions… I need to be strong. I need to be a Jedi, the one my Master envision I would become. _

_"I want to resume my training Master." Amara said confidently. Master Yoda nodded in approval and together, the two jedi went into a deep meditation. _
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Obi-wan's POV

He watched Amara's lifeless body float in the bacta tank. Most of her wounds had already began to heal, but her appalling scars remained. She had been inside the bacta tank for five hours and it was time to pull her out. The medical droid came into the room and told everyone to back off. The lever that held Amara's upper arm together began to pull her up. Her eyes fluttered open and she looked at everyone, with her intense gold and hazel-green eyes. The color in her skin was back, and most of her bruising was gone. Obi-wan let a long breath out, relieved he didn't have to see her with the heinous wounds. The droid removed her mask and she began breathing heavily. Master Windu came up to her and placed his hand on her shoulder.

"How do you feel?" He asked sternly.

"Thanks, I'm all better now." Amara said sarcastically, rolling her eyes. She excused herself and entered the 'fresher.

"Like I said Obi-wan… you have a difficult task ahead of you." Windu paused and looked down. "I must admit, I am confused as to why she asked for your assistance, and not mine." Windu said. Obi-wan balled his fist, thinking of what to say to him, but no answer came to his mind.

"I am just as baffled as you are Mace, from what I can tell she is an extremely complex character and I thought it best not to question her right now." Obi-wan answered. He felt Windu's glare intensely fall upon him. Obi-wan felt the nervousness overcome his body; he was beginning to feel like he was a padawan again, and how much he was scared of Master Windu. After long agonizing minutes, he dropped his gaze and looked down. Obi-wan let out a silent breath and turned when the 'fresher door snapped open. Amara stepped out, her dark blonde hair dried out. She wore black leggings and a long plaid shirt with military boots. She came out and stood in front of the two jedi, motioning them to leave.

"Hope you guys realized that this asshole used to be a Jedi… he might guess what we are up to." Amara said. Obi-wan nodded and looked at Windu.

"That's right, but it's going to be nothing Skywalker and I won't be able to handle." She stopped again and looked at them.

"What if he has a booby trap set for the civilians?" Amara asked when Anakin came up behind them.

"Booby traps are my specialty, no worries Snips and I got this." Anakin answered and Amara gave a forced smile. She motioned her battalion to jump on board. Obi-wan soon followed and boarded. _I come up from the front and attack him, while you create an ambush and crush him from the back_. Amara said in his hear, she nodded at him and smiled. _Please, make sure I don't do anything stupid_. Obi-wan smiled at her gave her a nod. _I won't let anything happen to you, I promise_.

They landed in the frozen planet of Hoth and Obi-wan wondered why anyone would want to live here. Obi-wan pulled up his jacket to cover his face and ran into the battlefield. Seemed as if he was expecting company, so the idea of ambush was out of the chapter. He immediately ignited his blue lightsaber and began slashing droids and blocking blaster fires. He tried to locate Amara but she was nowhere to be found. All he sudden, he saw two golden lightsabers attack a red one.

"Cody, stay here and cover me, I need to get over to where General Tu'Khul is." Obi-wan shouted, trying to be loud enough over the gushing wind. Commander Cody nodded in response and Obi-wan force-jumped over battle droids. He landed and saw Amara attack Touchi with full force. She had become extremely skilled with the lightsaber recently, and not even a Jedi-Master like Obi-wan could win against her in duel… especially not now since she was fighting with emotion. Before Obi-wan could stop her, Amara sliced off Touchi's hand and crossed her lightsabers around his throat, her eyes flickering yellow.

"Amara… put the lightsabers down, now." Obi-wan commanded when her nose flared and looked at him with hate.

"How could you say that to me Obi-wan! You know what he did to me! He deserves to die!" Amara gripped onto her lightsabers tighter, bringing them awfully close to his neck. He gave an oafish laugh and looked at Amara, tempting her.

"That is right… feel the darkness gush through you… let it guide you m darling." He teased. Amara started fuming.

"DON'T YOU FUCKING DARE CALL ME THAT!" Amara screamed. Obi-wan slowly came to her and lightly touched her arm. She looked at him horrified and her eyes turned normal, beautiful green and gold. Tears began gushing from her eyes, she deactivated her lightsabers and ran into Obi-wan's arms. Obi-wan held onto her tight and kissed her lips softly.

"Fuck… what… what was I about to do!" Amara crashed onto him and began shaking. Obi-wan kissed her template and slowly caressed her cheeks.

"It's over now…" he reassured her. The both looked at Touchi when he started laughing, still crawling on the floor.

"Couldn't resist that nice piece of ass could you now Kenobi." Touchi mocked, when suddenly Amara stuck her foot out and kicked Touchi in the jaw with full strength, knocking a few of his tooth out, and making him pass out. Clones came in and restrained him, as he coughed out blood.

"Sorry, I couldn't resist." Amara confessed, still cocooned inside his arms.

"If you didn't do it then I was about to." Obi-wan said, slowly letting her go, the clones dragged Touchi back to the shuttle when he looked back with his cruel emerald green eyes at Obi-wan and smirked at him. Obi-wan balled his fists and blood began to boil… he hated that man.
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Amara's POV

Amara sat in the hanger, crossed legged. She was still shaken up by how close she had come to the dark side. She still remembers feeling overwhelming anger. Her blood ran cold within her veins, and she lost all sense of emotion, except anger. She wanted to kill him so badly… she would have killed him without a blink if it weren't for Obi-wan. One touch of his hand waved light back into her again. She smiled at the memory when Master Yoda said this was the last resort… the last resort is what saved her. She needed to speak to Master Yoda, and she had no idea what he would do. Amara stood up and turned around. Obi-wan came up to her smiling.

"He is going to be shipped off to Courasant immediately. We are going to get him ready for trails… although it is quiet obvious as to what his punishment will be. And also, until his trails, you get three weeks off for vacation." Obi-wan reported gleefully. Amara smiled at him and saw he had more to saw. "Also… Master Yoda gave me three weeks off, same time as you. So I am guessing he know…" Obi-wan said.

"I am afraid he does." Amara smiled and did he. If the hanger was empty, she would run into his arms and kiss him, strip him of all his clothes and make love to him right there. But she contained her excitement and pressed his shoulder instead. Anakin, Ashoka, Master Windu, Captain Rex, Nexer and Commander Cody came to her.

"How are you feeling now?" Windu asked

"Do you not have any other questions to ask me master? Actually I feel so much better." Amara smiled and Captain Nexer spoke up.

"I know Jedi have a code against redemption, but can we honor you by beating the shit out of him General?" Amara couldn't help but smiling. These men would do anything for her, as she would do anything for them.

"Please don't start without me." Amara said as Anakin stopped her. He looked confused and bitter.

"Why didn't you kill him? He deserved to die!" Amara stopped and looked at him with wide eyes.

"Because we are Jedi Anakin! We don't take revenge, no matter how much we want it… besides, I believe there are greater punishment for a person than to take their lives…"Amara said. Anakin's expression softened and nodded.

"You're right… I never thought of that before." Anakin said softly.

"Neither should you think like that ever again, take it from me please." Anakin nodded and walked off slowly. Amara looked at his friend walk away, sensing the distress within him. Amara cared for Anakin deeply, and she wouldn't let him fall into the same pit as she had, because she knew Anakin well enough to know that he wouldn't find a way out of that pit. She needed to keep a closer eye on him. Obi-wan came up behind her and softly tickled her arm.

"So… where are we going?" Amara asked.

"My home planet Stewjon, I have never been there myself before, but I heard it's beautiful… and it's far beyond the outer rim where people won't recognize us."

"Except if we run into other Kenobi's… I mean that will just make things interesting." Amara commented and he smiled. She lighted held his hand, making sure no one was watching and made her way to the interrogation.


	9. Chapter 9

**Okay, this chapter is both fluffy, and leads to action. (Fluff is not amongst Obi-wan and Amara though). After the next chapter, the events from Clone Wars will come back, with a twist of course. **

XXXX

Amara's POV

She closed her eyes, enjoying the mellow warmth of the sun. Amara hadn't realized how much this vacation was needed, and the past to days had been nothing but dream-like. Amara squinted as the brightness of the sun hit her eyes, but a cool shadow interrupted. Amara opened her eyes and saw Obi-wan holding up his hand and shielding her face, she smiled warmly and ran her fingers through his rough beard. It was moments like this, when Amara felt like there was no war, there was no darkness, there was no Code – it was just pure bliss. She took his and kiss it softly, placing her head gently on his shoulder. Amara looked into the distance and enjoyed the sheer beauty of this planet. They came to a secluded and small town in Stewjon, far away from where they will be recognized. The small town was hidden between aesthetic mountain ranges and a vast, glimmering blue ocean. Looking at the tranquil sea, she spotted a few boats, floating off into the distance. This is what the galaxy would have been like if there was no war. Obi-wan's strong arms drew her closer to him as he placed a tender kiss on her cheek.

"I want to stay like this forever…" Amara said dreamily.

"As do I, but reality is harsh." Obi-wan said. "Besides, we still have a few weeks left, and let's not spoil any second of it." Obi-wan nuzzled up against the crook of her neck. Amara giggled as his beard tickled her. Why did reality have to be so harsh?

"Let's go back to the cabin please?" Amara pleaded, lightly biting his nose. A smirk rose in his face as he got up and put his hands out. Amara gently placed her hands in his and pulled herself up. Her finger's intertwined with his, the two gracefully walked back to where their cabin was. Stewjon had a human population, and so far Amara hadn't seen any alien species. The town center was filled with bakeries, filling the street's with savory smell, flower vendors, adding color within the ancient town, and faces full of smile.

"No wonder you're such a romantic, you come from such a romantic place." Amara commented. Obi-wan chuckled at response and put his arm around her. "Why did you never come here before?" Amara asked curiously. Jedi weren't supposed to seek out their families, but Amara ran into hers by chance. She couldn't imagine her life without the wisdom and aristocratic diplomacy of her sister. Even though they were only two minutes apart and looked mostly similar, their personalities couldn't be more different.

"It's my home planet, it's a special place. Therefore I was saving it to come with someone who is equally special to me." Obi-wan said. Amara blushed and smiled, marveling the fact that she was most important person in his life. They had secretly been together for almost a year now and Amara still hadn't gotten accustomed to the fact that the man she had dream of all her teen years was finally hers.

"You haven't even thought of bringing anyone else here then huh?" Amara teased, although she secretly wanted to know if he had considered bringing any other woman here. Obi-wan chuckled again and pinched her arm lightly.

"There were other women that I thought I was in love with in the past, but none of them matched the affection and love I have for you… I didn't even know the true definition of love until that night on Malto. When I kissed you… it was the time I realized how wrong I was in the past, and how foolish I was. You gave my life a new meaning." Amara heart filled with warm satisfaction, as she quickly pressed her lips against his. "Although I have been meaning to ask you… you said you had intercourse once before with a friend, who was it, if I might ask?" Obi-wan's pale eyes light with curiosity. Amara bit her bottom lip nervously, as she didn't know how he would react to her response.

"I was drunk and so was he… I mean what happened was strictly teen hormones acting up. But… if you want to know then I will tell you who it is, but you have to guess." Amara teased. Obi-wan frowned at her response.

"Must I?" Obi-wan asked. Amara arched her eyebrows at him and Obi-wan went into deep thought. Amara sensed much conflict in him and she quickly spoke.

"And… it wasn't Anakin. Wait do you not remember?" Amara added. Obi-wan's face washed over with relief and he drew a long breath out, while shaking his head. Amara snorted at his insecurity and waited for his response.

"Then I'm sorry, I'm afraid I don't have an answer." Obi-wan confessed. Amara laughed, knowing that he wouldn't have an answer.

"Well I didn't expect you to come up with any names… besides Anakin. But it was another fellow padawan. He was known to be an uptight, role model padawan – never breaking the rules. Always acting as if a lightsaber was stuck up his ass. I too was keen on rules, but believed everyone deserved a breathing space, I felt pity for him. But my response for his pity wasn't the smartest move." Amara said sadly. What happened between them that night was nothing short of regrettable. Instead of making him realize that it is okay to bend rules at times, she made him fall in love with her instead. Amara hadn't seen Ferus Olin after that night, since he left after coming back from the next mission. Even though she knew that he left the Jedi Order because he felt he was responsible for Darra's death, sometimes she can't help but wonder if she was partially a reason too. She still remembers clearly, the crushed expression on his face. She had broken him. "It was that night when I crashed into your quarters late at night, I was an absolute mess. You and Anakin spent the entire night taking care of me… it was the most embarrassing night of my life."

"I remember. I was furious with Anakin because I thought he did something to you. But you somehow managed to say he had nothing to do with it. You refused to meet my eyes. And was it Ferus Olin?" Obi-wan asked curiously. Amara's expression darkened and looked up at the distance. "How did you manage that?" Amara frowned as she recalled the bittersweet memories from six years ago.

_Amara put down the shot glass, feeling nausea on her throat. Why would anyone willingly want to drink alcohol? Amara rubbed her eyes furiously and shook her head, trying to clear her blurred vision. She wrinkled her nose and looked at her friend who was laughing at her reaction. Amara felt as if she was floating – she was floating against forceful waves, because nothing in front of her seemed to stand still. She reluctantly picked up another glass and gulped down the fiery liquid, letting it burn down her throat. _

_"Why – why is this fun again?" Amara screamed over the loud music at her peers, so laughed even harder at her response. It was the very first time Amara drank alcohol, and her very first time drunk. She had just came back from a challenging mission, and her Master had given her permission to take the night off with her friends. Amara originally wanted to just stay in temple and hang around, but no her friends had something else in mind. A group of twelve padawans sneaked out of the Temple in the middle of the night and came to an exorbitant nightclub, filled with questionable characters. Her friends dressed her up in an unusually revealing dress, with cutouts in all the unnecessary places. It was especially uncomfortable for her since her body developed early, and she has worked very hard in the past to hide herself from her male peers. She didn't know how many men she kicked in the groin that night. Amara hugged herself tight as all her senses began to dull. Her body was needing things she always suppressed before, things she only felt when she saw Mast Kenobi – she felt extremely horny. Amara let out a loud groan and crashed her head hard against the murky wooden table. Amara's hand crawled out, reaching for one more shot, gulping it down._

_"Don't you think you have had enough for the night?" A stern voice asked her behind her ear. Amara groaned and caught Ferus Olin by his shirt collar._

_"Just – just living a little… you – you should try it sometime…" Amara blurted out, leaning against him. She heard more padawans laugh behind her and Amara snorted, she didn't know why she snorted, she didn't know why she was doing anything. She took in the smell of men's cologne from Ferus' neck, and it made her head fuzzier. Before she knew what she realized it, she found herself in the middle of the crowded dance floor, grinding up against Olin. If it were a regular day, he would have lectured her, but he didn't seem to mind so she assumed he was equally drunk. Amara turned around and began placing wet kisses on his neck. Amara's first kiss was in a truth and dare not long ago, and now she was teasing the most promising padawan in the Temple. This was not like her at all, but she couldn't stop. Amara slowly began sucking on his neck, making his groan. _

_"What are you doing?" He asked softly against her ear, slowly nipping on it. Amara giggled at his ear and licked his jaw line, making him groan louder. He bit onto Amara's ear harder, making her gasp – it didn't hurt her, but send surges of elicit pleasure through her body. She drew closer to him, until their lips met. The kiss wasn't soft; they immediately began attacking each other's tongue, hungry for more. Amara could feel a heaving pain in her chest. His fingers traced her thighs roughly, making Amara moan loudly. She reached for his lips again, constantly nipping at his bottom lip. Sweat began trickling down her templates, making her tight clothes hug against her body more. She felt his fingers run through her thick, damp hair, pulling it back to gain easier access to her neck. Amara's breathing became heavier as her body began to surge with strange and intense pleasure. He pulled back Amara's head until their eyes met, both gasping for air in the moist, claustrophobic atmosphere. _

_"Siri isn't here tonight – " He blurted out. Amara drew him closer to another wet kiss, managing to find her way into his bare abdomen, tracing it seductively. _

_"What the hell are we still doing here then?" She arched her eyebrows and grabbed him by this collar again, dragging him towards the exit. The drunken teens stumbled inside an air taxi and told the driver to take them to the temple. The Rodian driver looked at them curiously. Amara climbed on top of Ferus and began seductively sway her hips against his, making him moan._

_"Oi, Jedi kids! Don't you dare have sex in my cab! And aren't you guys supposed to be celibate or something?" Both Amara and Ferus began laughing loudly and told the driver to hush. "It's your problem whatever." The Rodian commented and turned back, driving the cab back to the Temple. Amara continued to push her pelvis hard down against his lap, making him harden. Amara giggled and kept on grinding harder, kissing him furiously. _

_"Please… I don't think I can wait." Ferus managed to croak out, begging her to stop. Amara reached down and bit on his bottom lip, smiling against his mouth. _

_"That's the plan – " Amara winked at him, slowly dragging her hands over his erection and grabbing it. His eyes rolled back and he moaned loudly with pleasure._

_"Hey! What the hell did I say about not having sex in my taxi!" The Rodian shouted, turning around. He braked the speeder hard when they arrived to the Temple, making them both stumble and fall on the floor. Amara grabbed her shoes from the next seat and rolled out the speeder, falling straight on the marble floor down below. She fell flat on her back, running out of breath. She began to laugh harder, tears rolling down her eyes. She didn't want to do this, but she needed it. "You Jedi kids are a mess!" The Rodian waved at them furiously and flew off. Ferus pulled her off the floor and dragged her back inside the temple; placing his other hand over her mouth, prevent her from making any sound. He hastily opened the door to his quarters, stumbling inside. Amara pushed him towards his bedroom and slammed the door behind them. She stumbled towards him and pushed him down on his bed, slowly climbing onto him. _

_She pushed him hard against the bed board and rolled her tongue against his mouth, making him clutch onto her sweaty body tighter. She took his shirt and ripped it off, hungrily placing rough kisses along his bare chest. He roughly pulled Amara back, and kissed her again, sliding his hand under her awfully short dress, grabbing onto her bare bottom tightly. Amara groaned loudly against his mouth, pushing him to do more. _

_"I had no idea you had such a hot body…" He whispered alluringly in her hear. Amara snorted and rolled her eyes._

_"Stop lying." She commanded him, pushing him harder against the back of the bed and tracing her tongue against his abdomen. She made her way up again to his lips and kissed it softly. His hands slid onto the straps on her shoulder, pulling her dressing down and exposing her bare breasts to him. Amara reluctantly took her forearms and hugged herself, covering up. No one had seen her bare abdomen before, let alone her breasts. She felt strange, baring herself to another male padawan. He looked up at her confused, when she slowly unwrapped her arms, exposing herself again. His hands slowly reached up to her breasts, cupping them tightly. Amara's body shivered with intense heat, as her blood began to boil inside of her. All the sudden Amara realized what was about to happen, but her muscles prevented her from stopping. Her nipples hardened with the contact of his skin. She pushed her bare chest against his face, letting his mouth come in contact with her breasts. He took one of her nipples and began sucking on it. Amara jerked back, trying to get used to the newfound sensation._

_"This feels weird…" Amara panted out._

_"Good weird or bad weird?" He asked slowly, uncertain expression his eyes._

_"Good weird…" Amara let him do his work again, as she moaned loudly. Her body shivered with intense pleasure, sweat trickling down from her forehead. She gripped onto the bed board behind his head tightly, while gripping the other hand onto his thick black hair. He kept switching his mouth between her two breasts, sucking and nipping mercilessly. The muscles between her legs tightened and Amara groaned with frustration, wanting more. She let her drunken body fall into the bed, making him come on top of her. He brought back his lips, hungrily kissing her mouth. Amara began panting and moaning harder when his hands slid down to her underwear, tracing her wet folds. Amara dug her fingernails deep onto his bare back, managing to bark out a low scream. His thumb played roughly against her clit, making her body shake. He slowly pushed one finger inside her, making her scream with pleasure again._

_"Oh – oh shit this – feels too good… should make it illegal – " Amara croaked out, making him laugh._

_"It technically is…" He softly sucked on her bottom lip, while using his free hands to trace over her breasts. Amara arched her back sharply and let out a loud scream, recovering from her first orgasm. Her legs began to loosen up, as she used them to tightly clutched against hips. Amara's hand tugged onto the his waistband, buckling down his pants. That was the first time Amara saw a man's erection, and her first instinct was to laugh._

_"My dick seems funny to you?" He asked. Amara gulped down her laughter and shook her head. _

_"Sorry – it's the first time. I thought it was funny. Sorry – please still have sex with me." Amara pleaded. Ferus shrugged his shoulders and came down on her again and crashed his tongue against hers. His tip slowly began to enter as Amara shuddered in slight pain. He pulled out concerned, but Amara shook her head and told him proceed. Amara bit down on her bottom lip as her body started to get used to the discomfort. After ten minutes or so, Amara arched her back and her dug her fingernails deep onto his bare back. "Go deeper." Amara whispered to him, as he dug himself deeper inside her and move faster. Both got lost in the euphoric pleasure as both reached orgasm at the same time. Amara gasped for air and wiped the sweat from her forehead. _

_"I love you – " Ferus blurted out. Amara shook her head and widened her eyes, trying to register the words that came out of his mouth. He loved her? Ferus Olin was in love with her? He formed an attachment with her when it was clearly forbidden. Amara wiggled out from under him and looked up at him, shocked at the new revelation. "I – I have been in love with you for a very, very long time Amara – " She cut him of mid sentence, holding up her hand._

_"You love me? Ferus what the hell! We aren't allowed." Amara squeaked, pulling her dress back up. He pulled his pants up quickly as his face drained of all blood, looking down with shame. Amara held her hand up and climbed out of his bed. "I need to go – " Amara said as she ran out of his room. She ran full speed, tears stinging in her eyes. Her body shook with guilt, not able to remove his face from her head. How she broke his heart into a million pieces. Tears rolled down her eyes when she came to Anakin and his Master's quarters. There was no way she could go back to her quarters looking like this; Master Windu would kill her. She deserved to be killed right now – she was a absolutely horrible person. _

_Anakin opened the door, with look of worry on his face. "You are never drinking, ever again." He tightly hugged her as Amara broke down against his chest. Her stomach started churning, nausea shooting up her throat. Amara pushed Anakin aside as she ran to their fresher. She crashed in front of the bowl and let the sickness flow from inside her. Anakin came up from behind and held up her hair. Amara wiped her mouth and rested her head against the bowl rim, sobbing hard. She quickly jolted her head up in disgust as she realized she was leaning against a toilet seat and crashed on Anakin again._

_"I'm – I'm such a fucking bitch! I shouldn't have! I should've known how he felt about me before fucking him!" Amara screamed clutching onto Anakin's tunic and burying her face in it. The door behind Anakin slid open as Master Kenobi walked in, wearing nothing but a pajama. _

_"What the hell is going on here?" Master Kenobi asked, rubbing his blood red eyes. Amara buried her face deeper into Anakin, trying to hide her face. She was an absolute mess and Obi-wan Kenobi should be the last person to see her like this. Anakin picked her up and looked at Kenobi._

_"It wasn't me I promise." Anakin said as he went into his bedroom and gently placed Amara onto his bed. He ran back to the kitchen, as Master Kenobi entered the room with wet towels. _

_"You, you should try to clean yourself up young padawan." He said, indicating to the traces of blood trickling down her thighs. Amara grabbed the towels from him and buried her face deep in Anakin's pillow, sobbing harder. At this point, she forgot why she started crying in the first place, but she couldn't stop. Her body was washing over with waves of shame. She tried to choke down her tears, but hiccups kept rising instead. A strong, gentle hand slowly patted over her hair, smoothing it out, Her head immediately filled over with a soothing feeling, calming her down. Amara squeezed her eyes shut and flipped over on her stomach, burying her face inside the pillow. Anakin came back and pulled up his blankets covering her._

_"Did he hurt you?" He asked her with a stern and angry voice. Amara broke down sobbing again and shook her head. _

_"Now but I hurt him!" Amara jolted up and threw his pillow across the room. She fell back again and buried her face in her hands. _

_"Okay, you're a bitch when you're drunk. But the most important thing for you right now is to sleep. Although I must warn you, you're gonna wake up with the worst headache." Amara curled up against the blanket, covering herself up completely. She heard the two men get up and shut the bedroom door, leaving her loathing in her guilt and shame. _

Amara's eyebrow flinched as she sensed a disturbance in the Force. She looked up into Obi-wan's face with a pained expression, and he smiled at her sadly. Amara shook her head and buried her face on his shoulders. She was such a hypocrite. She may have not realized it then, but she too was in love that time; instead she made another padawan feel absolutely worthless by guilt tripping into believe he was weak. Obi-wan pulled at her hand and led her towards one of the food vendors. The girl standing in the stall was absolutely breathtaking. She had long, reddish-blonde hair that she let loose behind her and big, grey-blue eyes exactly like Obi-wan's. The girl seemed to be the same age as Amara. She smiled at her and pointed to the scones she wanted.

"Good afternoon, is this all you're going to be having today?" Amara replied and handed her the credits. She looked at Obi-wan and saw a disturbed look on his face. She too, looked at him with a questioning look.

"I'm sorry if it's seems forward, but may I ask you what your name is?" Obi-wan asked softly. The girl's expression softened as she saw the lightsabers hang from the two strangers in front of her. The girls straightened herself out, smoothing out her dress.

"Of course, my name is Genellia, Genellia Kenobi." She pulled out her hand for shaking and Obi-wan's eyes widened. He shakily took her hand and shook it. Amara looked at the girl with awe and noticed how much she looked like him – they had the same hair and eyes. Obi-wan gulped, and Amara realized this is the first time he is seeing someone from his family. She remembers the first time she saw her sister, and how confused and ecstatic she felt at the same time. Amara took her hand she shook it, smiling warmly at her. She arched her eyebrows and continued with excitement. "Are you two Jedi's? Sorry for sounding rude but my oldest brother is a Jedi… I never saw him though but my parents talk about him all the time." Amara noticed Obi-wan gulp again and she squeezed his hand tightly.

"My name is Knight Amara Tu'Khul." Amara introduced herself and the girl smiled. Then the girl looked at Obi-wan, with a confused look in her eyes.

"I am Jedi Master Obi-wan Kenobi. I must say it is a pleasure meeting you." Obi-wan said calmly. Amara could feel his palms sweating and the girl looked up at him, wide eyed.

"You're… you're Obi-wan?" She asked shakily and Obi-wan slowly nodded. Amara saw Obi-wan's face darken, and both of them felt the surge in the Force again. The two of them turned around and looked out into the sky, noticing multiple Separatist fleets entering the atmosphere.

"It may be a strange question but do you happen to have binoculars?" Amara asked hurriedly. To her surprise, the girl pulled out a small pair of binocular and handed it to her. She took it and adjusted her eyes on the incoming fleet. Her eyes widened.

"You better contact the Council and seems like our vacation is over – we're going to need reinforcements. It's Grievous." Amara said, handing him the binoculars. Amara turned Genellia, who seemed terrified by the sudden turn of events in her life. She placed a soothing hand on her shoulder. "Is your house close by? We need to get you into shelter quickly, and we also need a com-link to contact Courasant. I am afraid this is an invasion." Amara told her calmly and the girl's expression widened even more.

"An invasion? I don't understand! We are peaceful people." Genellia said panicked. Amara felt strong waves of Force coming from the girl and Amara looked up at Obi-wan, confused. _She's force-sensitive_… Amara told him telepathically, and he nodded.

"Sorry, but the Separatists always prey on the innocent." Obi-wan informed her. She jumped when she heard people outside scream, panic spreading though the tranquil town. "I am afraid we cannot delay this." Genellia nodded again and gestured them to follow her. Amara brought Genellia in between her and Obi-wan as they both ignited their lightsabers. Genellia looked at the lightsabers, awed at their beauty and power. Amara smirked at her and Amara joined her lightsabers, making it into a single double-ended blade. They blocked out any incoming blaster fires and turned jumped onto Genellia's speeder. She pulled her gears and flew with full speed. After ten minutes, Amara and Obi-wan arrived at a large farmhouse, and Obi-wan looked at the house, awed.

"I – I remember this place…" Amara looked at him confused.

"How can you remember? You were six months old?"

"I – I don't know…" Obi-wan said as they ran inside the house. Genellia propped the door open and an older woman peeked her head out of the kitchen, confused. Genellia ran and brought a com-link, handing it to Obi-wan.

"What the hell is going on Gene?" The older woman asked, her accent uncannily similar to Obi-wan and Genellia's.

"Mom, we don't have time! Call everyone back to the house! We're being invaded. Oh, and that's your oldest son and his probable wife, by the way." The older woman gasped and looked at Amara, frightened. Then she looked and saw Obi-wan, communicating with the Jedi Council outside the house.

"It's okay, you're going to be safe, and we are Jedi." Amara placed her hand softly on the older woman's hand, giving her a comforting smile. Obi-wan came behind Amara and began talking calmly.

"Luckily, Master Plo Koon is only five parsec's away. The 501st and 212th is arriving soon with Anakin too, they are in the Hoznian system." Amara nodded and signaled him to look at the older woman. She shakily came up to Obi-wan.

"Are you really my boy? Are you really Obi-wan?" She asked shakily. Obi-wan slowly nodded and she crashed into his arms. Obi-wan took in a deep breath and let a single tear fall from his eye. Amara couldn't help but feel tears in her eyes too. The sentimental moment quickly broke when they heard droids approaching from the Far East. Amara and Obi-wan ran out of the house to check how many there were. Luckily, it was enough for the two of them to take down. They ignited their lightsabers again and walked forward.

"Wait! You can't go there are too many!" The older woman shrieked, looking at Obi-wan.

"Don't worry, this is nothing for us." He gave her a reassuring smile as Genellia came up behind them, holding a sniper blaster.

"I got your backs." She reassured. The two Jedi's force-ran towards the oncoming droids, beginning yet another atrocious battle.

XXXX

**Okay so that was the end of this chapter and next chapter to be a battle. After that I am going to go back into Clone Wars again, changing details according to my OC's. Remember, this is an alternate ending, and things are going to take an interesting turn, especially before Order 66 is initiated… **


End file.
